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CHAPTER 1 

in Txfkich drswingi mtne life 

There was a very big toy shop io Happy Bluebell Street in 
a large city. 

One day HinietJnc in the shop sneezed, 

Had it been one of the clerks who was showing a young 
shopper a toy or one of the y^mng shopper^, there would have 
been nothing to be surprised at. But it was neither one of the 
clerks nor one of the shoppers. You may not believe me, but Til 
tdl you anyway. 

It was a box that sneeMrdj That’s exactly what it was, A box 
of coloitred pencils that was lying on a shelf amoog many other 
boxes. The bright lettering oil it read: 

MAGIC COLOURED PENCILS 

But that wasn't all. Nest to it was a box with the following 
words printed on it: 

SCREW AND BOLT CONSTRUCTION KIT 

Now, when the first box sneezed, the second box said* 

■^WcIlJ" 

Then the bright lid of the first box opened. There was just 
one small pencil inside, but it wasn't an ordinary lead pencil, 
or a coloured pencil. No, it was the most unusual, the strangest 
pencil ever. 

Look at it. Isn’t It fiinny? 

Pencil went over to the construction kit, knocked on the 
wc»oden lid and said, “ Who’s in here?” 

“Me, Screwbolt!" came the answer. ^‘Can you help me out? 
I can’t seem to manage by myself.’^ Pencil heard a jingling 
sound. 
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He pulled Al the lid and peeped in.. .. Thcre^ sitting up 
among the shiny senewsf boltSj wheels^ springs and metal plates 
WAS A strange little metal creature, tie pupped out lihe a jack- 
in-thc-hox and stood swaying there on his skinny little legs 
that were made of springs. He was looking at Pencil closely. 
"Who are you?" he finally asked. 

"Me? Pm an artist And a magician. My name is Pencil, 
I can draw live piclurcSr" 

"Wbat^s that?” 

“Well, for instance, I can draw a bird, and itll eotne to life 
and hy away. I can draw sweets that you can eat" 

“I don^t believe you,” Scrcwbolt said. “Things like that never 
happen!” And he laughed, 

“Magicians never lie/' said Pencil, He wa.s offended. 

“All right. Draw me an airplane. I'll see liow good a 
nuagician you are. If you’re tel hog the truth, that is.” 

"But 1 don't know what an airplane is. Why don’t I draw 
you a carrot instead?” 

“Who Wyants a carrot? Do you mean to say you've never 
Seen an airplane? In this day and agcl“ 

Pencil felt hurt again. “You don’t have to make fun of me. 
If you know what an airplane is, why don’t you tell me what 
it’s like? Then 1 can draw one. There's a colouring book in 
my box. It has pictures of houses, birds, carrots, cucumbers, 
sweets, horsies, cblcks, hens, cats and dogs. But no airplanes." 

ScrewhoU hopped up and down, which made his springs 
jingle. “What a silly colouring book that is! All right, I’ll 
show you whal an airplane's like. It looks like a big cucumber 
with wings, ril make a model plane for you from my kit," 
Scrcwbolt hopped hack into his wooden box. 



He. rattled the metal plates, himtldg for the right screws and 
wheels. He screwed them in place quickly with a sercw-dfiver 
and then began hammering. Pic sang as he worked; 

/ wilt do everything myself, 

Im miracles stay on the sheifl 
Myself! Mysdf! Myself! 

Meanwhile, Pencil took some coloured pencils from his 
pocket. He thought a while and then drew a cucumber. It was 
fresh and green and had little bumps on it. Then he added 
some wings. "Hey, Screwboitl Come here! Look at my airplane." 

“Wait a sec. I jusi have to put on the propeller. Here, see? 
ITils IS an airplane," 

Screwboit hopped out of his box. He was holding an airplane, 
t won’t tell you what it was like, because everyone knows 
what a plane looks like. Pencil was the only one who didn^t, 
“How well you've drawn it,” Pencil said. 

“Not at all," Screwboit replied. '1 don't know how to draw, 
1 made it frotUf my kit." l^cn he noticed the fresh green 
cucumber, “Wherc'd you get the cucumber?” 

“It's my ,. , it's my airplane," 

Screwboit shook and jiggled. Every spring in his body 
jingled as he laughed and laughed. 

What a tease he was! He kept on laughing, as if someone 
were tickling him. 

Pencil became angry. He drew a cloud on the wall, and real 
rain began falling from the cloud. It drenched Screwboit and 
made him stop his laughing, 

“Emrl" be said. "Where'd this awful rain come from? 
1 m-in-might get rusty!" 

"Why were you laughing at me? Tou were the one who 
said it looked like a cucumber!" 
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'‘Hdp! Ill split my sides! Ill get unscrewed if I laugii like 
lliisr What a plane[ Why^d you sticlt those chicken feathers 
in it? Ha-ha-hal Don't you know that thing will never fly!” 

”Oh, yes, it will! Hie wings will fly, and the plane will lly 
along with them/^ 

‘*Show me where the motor iSr And what about the stick? 
You canl fly a plane without them." 

‘‘Get on my plane. You’ll See whether it hies or not," said 
Pencil and mounted the cucumber, 

ScrewboSt was laughing so hard he nearly rolled over it. 
Just then a gust of wind burst in through the window. The 
wings began to flap, the cucumber shuddered and took off like 
a real plane. 

"Help!" both Pencil and Screwljolt shouted, 

BANG! CRASH I 

The fresh green cucumber, which was very real, llcw out of 
the window and crashed to the ground, 

Indeed, how could it have done otherwise? The airplane had 
no stick and it couldnl lly far without One. That is why it 
crashed. Then the wings fell off. They were caught up by the 
wind and deposited on a nearby rooftop, 

CHAPTER 2 

In lohtch W 2 meet iu>o ponies 

ScrewboLt clattered like an empty can, but he dldnl get hurl. 
After all, he was made of iron. He was juit scared, because he 
had never flown before. "You're a real magician]” he cried. 
"Even 1 can't draw live pictures.’' 
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“How can we gel back into our boxes?" Pencil said and 
sighed as he robbed ihc bump on his head. 

“Who wants to?"" Screwbolt said eitcitedly. dark in 

Iheret And there’s no room to move about, I want to run, jump, 
ride and fly! Draw us a new plane^ We'3L go off on a real jour- 
ney> We’ll see peal planes. We’ll see everything there is to see 
in the whole world!’" 

But Pencil didn’t feel like drawing any more airplanes. ^"I'U 
draw us some horses,"^' he said. 

He drew two very nice ponies on the white wall of a build¬ 
ing* Each bad a soft saddle and a beautiful bridle. 

First the ponies swished their tails. Then they whinnied 
happily* Then they came down off the wall! 

Scrcwbolt gaped. He sat down from wonder. He couldn’t 
believe his eyes. "You’re a great rnagician! I'd never be able 
to do that!'" 

"'It's time wc were going,’" Pencil said modestly though he was 
very pleased at the praise. “Choose yourself a ponyT and let's 

Scrcwbolt chose the pony with the purple bridle. Pencil took 
the one with the pink bridle. They mounted their ponies and 
W'cre off On their adventures. 


CHAPTER % 

In which the ponies paflop through the dti/ 

A mlUtiannan stood in Sunshine Square, the nicest square in 
town. Cars and trucks were hurrying by him. There were big 
buses, long trolley-buses and compact cars. Motorcycles coughed 
impatiently, trying to overtake all the other trqffic- 
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Suddenly, Ihe mdidatnan 3aid> “I musl be seeing things’’* 

There+ canting down the wide city street that was jammed 
with car* and trucks, were two ponies. One was brown with 
white spots, the other was white with brown Bipots. Astride the 
ponies were two very small persons who were taking in the sights 
and singing Loudly, 

/ isnll ride upon my pony^ 

I nfilt grwf my pony honey^ 

Let me ride you, little pony. 

For the rosds are hard and stonyl 

Of course, they were Pencil and Screwbolt. 

As they looked now to the left, now to the right, the ponies, 
too, turned now to the left, now la the right. First they trotted, 
then they stopped, right in front of a car. 

The militiaman put his whistle to his lips and whistled as 
loudly as he could. All the drivers looked at him. Pencil and 
Screwbolt were the only ones who didn't even turn their heads. 
'They simply didn’t know anything about militiamen or why they 
whistled. 

Let me ride you, liilte pony. 

For the roads are hard iput stony! 

Screwbolt sang at the top of his voice as he swayed in the 
saddle. Pencil sang along in a piping voiceT 

For the roads are hard and stony! 

“Who do they think they arc!*' the militiaman muttered. 
■■'ThtyVe breaking every traffic rule! TheyVe a menace’" 

His big red motorcycle was parked at his side, lie got on it 
and drove to the centre of Apple Street, The light turned red. 



The buses, trolley-buses, Imcks,^. c^rs, motorcyclea and bicy¬ 
cles came to a stop. But Pencil and ScrewboU continued mcmly 
on their way. No one bad ever told them about traffic lights. 

* ‘Stopl’ ^ the jnilitiaman said. 

■ Oh-ohr^ Pcntil whispered. “1 think we're in trouble. ' 

A small crowd gathered round them. ^Tliey must be a ciTcus 

actl" a boy said. , ■ ■ 

“What'a the maltert fellows? Why are you breaking the 

rules? Where do you live?" . 

'‘Uh, *.. In a box,’” ScrewboSt replied in a fnghtened voice. 

^‘Abox? Is that the name of a village? Abox village? 

"^'No-1 mean a real has:.” ■ r j 

“What?" The militiaman pulled out his handkerchici and 
mopped his brow. ^ Listen, fellow. I have no time for jokes. Sec 

that you don't break any more traffic rules. ' 

-What are traffic lailcs?" Pencil, who was very curious, was 
abuut to ask. but Screwbolt tugged at his skeve in time to stop 
him. That m^uld have been a nice question to ask a militiaman. 
The light turned green. Ail tbc cars, buses, trolley-buses, 

trucks, motorcycles and bicycles were off again. 

'Tt's all because of our ponies," Screwbolt said. You need a 
car to travel in the city-” 


CHAPTER 1 

In ichich pillou’s becomi? u??iee(a 

■TQ dr aw us a car,"Pencil said. . r. i j 

‘'You think thafs easy? It won't come out right. Even 1 need 
a very good kit to make a car. ’Wc might make a scooter, but 
where can we get the wheels? 
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“Why dft you think it won't come out Pencil inlen upt- 

fd. "‘I've seen iiny number of cars/* 

"'All riffhE- But don't forget the tires. If you don't have good 
tiresH the car w'ill rattle and bounce. And 1 can t stand beii^g 
rattled. A!! loy screws gel loose. Tines arc like pillows, yon know. 
I'hcy give you a very smooth rkk-’* 

“Don't worry,'" said Pencil, who was already busy at work. 
“We 'll have a real smooth ride.” 

While Pencil was drawing a car on ihe white wall of a build¬ 
ing, Scrcwbolt led the ponies to a nearby square, where he left 
them to graze on the lawm. When he returned he lottked at the 
drawing. Before he had a chance in give Pencil some advice, 
Pencil clapped his hands, and there was the car. a real car now, 
standing ntxl to them. 

■^'What have you done?” Scrcwb<>ll shouted. "W'hy did you 
draw pillows on the whccl-S?” 

lliere was a pillow tied round each of the wheels. These 
were real down pillows, with pink pillow'-slips and while ties. 
Pencil had drawn the pillows very well, 

“You were the ^inc who told me about the pillows, he said. 
“IdidnotE” 

“You did sol"' 

“You always mess things up. This car isn’t any good." 

■ Ye.s, it is!" 

■'No, it isn'tE It won't move. I know what I'm talking about/' 
“Yes. it will." 

'it certainly won't.” 

"Gel in and see,*' 

"Don’l think I won't. And you’ll see it's no good.*’ 

'They both got in, I'he motor began to hum. and they were 
off. 
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“h^s Hencil shouted. 

Scrcwbolt was so aurpriiied he bad lo hang on to the steering 
wheel with both hands for fear of falling out. He had no time 
to look around. Still, he did notice that passers-by were turning 
to stare and point at them. "What a funny earn" they were say¬ 
ing. "It’s rolling along On pillows!^' 

CHAPTER 5 

fn mhich the ;■o^i7ney corttinwes 

The travellers did not get far in the city, for this is what hap¬ 
pened next. 

Pencil spotted a vehicle that lcM>ked like two huge drums. It 
was rolling slowly down the street. The pavement under Jt was 
blacker and smoother than anywheres else. A strange hot smell 
was rising from under its wheels. All the other cans detoured 
round the rolling drums and the black pavement under it. 

When Screwbolt noticed the rolling drums he said: "'fhat’s 
one car wc'rt going to overtake! Everyone else keeps speeding 
past us.” 

He steered right onto the black pavement. 

RBRIPJ 

The pink pillow-slips stuck to the hot asphalt and tore. Feath¬ 
ers hew out from under the wheels. The wind caught them up 
and carried them over the cars, the houses and the trees. 

Meanwhile, their car lurched forward, leaving bits of pink 
rag behind. 

The street hnally ended. Ahead was a large square, but it 
was not paved with asphalt, it was paved with ancient paving- 
stones. 
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The wheels 5>f the little car rattled and screached, while the 
car jumped, bounced and swayed from side to side. 

ScrewboU hit his nose against the steering wtieel. Pencil bob¬ 
bed up and down on the scat like a rubber ball, 

“ril ssss-sssn ga-ga-ge-ge un-un-un-sssssddd,” Screwbolt 
Tiuiltercd, What he wanted to say “I’ll soon get unscrew¬ 
ed/' but he was so badly shaken up that he couldn’t speak pwp* 
erly, 

■Tmmmmm gggggog shhlihhli/’ said Pencil. Wliat he want¬ 
ed to say was, “I'm getting so shaken up that I can^t imcierstand 
w'hat you're saying.’'' 

''Leecchsassstp," ScrewboJt replied. He was trying to say, 
“Let's stop, so we can put real rubber tires on the wheels/' 


CriAPTER fi 

In lu/itcli Venya Koshkin dru'UJs ttw? TTobbers 

Just then a band of very fietce-looking boys appeared on the 
square. I’hey were running, shouting and waving wooden swords 
and brandishing toy guns. It looked as if a gang of robbers were 
attacking the city. 

"Hoorayl" the boys shouted, '"Get ’em! Bong] Bang! You're 
deadi’' 

The two friends were a bit frightened. They wanted to avoid 
the boys, but the car was heading straight towards them. 

Leading the band was a boy in a black paper mask, the kind 
people wear at masquerades or carnivals. 

’’Follow nit, men!” the boy shouted. "Mount your horses!'^ 
Naturally, they had no horses. This boy certainly liked to boss 
the others. 



Hia masli wau on crooked from rutining. It gol in his way and 
covered Ids eyes. That's why lie bu.mi>ed into their car and then 
bounced off it. 

The car (groaned, fell apart, and the wheels rolled off, 
“Crtishl Bang I" the boy said as he sat up on the pavement. 
The other .boys stop[>ed running. They were all breathing 

b^rdr ^ 

"'Look what a w'onderf uh excellent automobile youVe ruinfidl 
Screwbolt said angrily. He could speak normally now, for he 
wasn't being ratt led an y more. 

^'We didn’t ruin anything/' the boys replied, ’'Our com^- 
mander, Venya Kashkln, fell on lop of yoiir car by accident.” 

Tou didni ruin anything. .Screwbolt mimicked. "Then 
why w'cre you wavltig those slicks around and shonling, and 
running at us? Because you w^anted to wreck our car!” 

“They're not sticks!” the Usys said huffily. "They're swords^ 
We're playing spies and robbers. And Venya’s uur commander/' 
As iJoon as Pencil lieard these unfamiliar words he pricked up 
his ears. He even forgot about (he wrecked car. That's how 
curiou-S he was. 

"Did you say spies and robbers?” he asked 
"Yes. That’s what all the boys we know play," 

“What's a spy and what’s a robber? Pencil asked- 
”Ha!” Venya Kashkin snorted. "He doesn't even know. Don’t 
you ever read hooks?” 

“Would you please draw me a picture of some spies and some 
jobbers so 1 can see what they re like, the little artist said. He 
was quite certain that everyone in the world knew how to draw 
well. "They must be very interesting creatures,” he continued, 
"but I don't know anything about them. I've seen a lot of cars 
today, but Pve never seen a spy or a robker, I want to know all 
abH>ui everything. Please draw them for me. 

U 


^rm too busy. Besides, I’m in a hurry," Venya gnimhlcd. 
But the boys shouted. "Go on. Venya? Draw him a pirate atid 
a spy." 

“Here, take my paints and brush " Fetieil offered and pulled 
a box of paints, a sheet of paper and an eraser from his pocket, 
‘‘Weil if you want me to " Venya said. He took the paints 
and paper^ removed his mask and sal down. 

First, a large black blot that looked like a shaggy dog: appeared 
on the paper. It was a drop of paint that had rolled off the brush. 
Then Venya drew hvo very scarey pictures. 

One was of a ferocious-looking man with a bristly red beard. 
He was dreiscd in a striped jersey and a pea-jacket and was 
holding a pi raters flag. He had a huge curved knife and twu 
pistols stuck in his belt. Beside him was another man. This one 
had a long red nose. His lalncoat was buttoned up to his chin. 
He also had on a black mask. 

The bearded pirate was waving the Jolly Roger, The other 
man, wfso was a spy^ was sqiiinting suspiciously through the slits 
in his mask. 

■‘This one here is a pirate, which is a robber on the high seas. 
And this one is a spy," Venya said. 

“Golly, theyVe just like they're supposed to be," the boys eit- 

claimed, 

“How awfull” Screwbolt w'hlspercd, 

“How terrible they arel" said Pencil and shuddered. “I’ll nev¬ 
er draw any pictures like that,^‘ 

"That's liecausc yoii can4 draw as good as me, said Venya. 
“You mean 1 can’t draw?" Pencil said, 

"You mean Pencil can’t draw?" Screw-bolt said, jingling his 
springs. 

Naturally, Pencil started drawing right away, to show Venya 
Kashkin how a real artist worked. 
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"1 know that one,” Venya said, looking over his shoulder, 

■ A dot and a spot, and a ring around it, and you have a face., 

‘That’s not what Tm drawing at all. I'm drawing a " said 
Pencil, 

"Cksme on. men, wc can't spend all day here, follow met ” 
said Venya. 

The boys ran after him, waving their swords and shoniing. 
But a small boy remained silting on the pavement. 

What buy? Why. the one Pencil had just drawn. 

Oh, dear! How could lie have been so careless? He had drawn 
3 real boy! What would happen to him now? Who w^oiild care 
for him, feed him and look after him? My, OLyfiTiy! 

The little boy sat thcrc^ blinking. 


chapter 1 

In Ufhteh a hous^ is bticlt 

"What's your name?'' Pencil asked the boy. 

The boy did not reply, 

"Do you know your last name?” 

Still, the hoy Kaid nothing, lie raised his liand to his mouth 
and ran his fingers dow'n over ids lips. Tliis made a very funny 
sound, something like ‘'brrriim”. Tfse boy liked the sound. He 
ran Lis fingers down over Ids lips againi "Brrunil ‘‘BrDimmm! 

"Who are you?" Scrcwboltasiked. 

"BrrummE Brum! Bnimmml" the hoy conlimied his game. 

“He's Bruml” Pencl] ejtclatmcd. "Can’t yon bear him saying: 
Brum?’' 
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“Indeed, he is. Brum is a nice name, Brummy. Do you want 
to p> journeying with ufi, Di uminy?'^ 

Little Brummy didn't knuw whal journeying was, otherwise 
he certainly wmild liave agreed. He didn^ reply to Screwholfs 
question. Instead, he suddenly grabbed hold of his leg and prac*^ 
tkaily 5cnl Sfrewbolt reeling. 

“Now, don't be naughty!” 

Meanwhile, the l>{>y was playing his game again, saying 
‘'Bmim! Brummmml Brum !” 

“He doesn^t even know how to talk! What are we going to 
do with him?" Serewbolt cried. 

Then a drop of water plopped on ScrewBoU's head. It was 
an ordinary raindrop. “Bi'it! It’s Starling to rain!'^ 

A dark cloud hung over the city. The people in the street* 
turned up their collars and hurried for shelter. Some hid in 
doorways, others in shuy^s, while some ran towards the buses. 
The militiaman was the only one who wasn’t in a hurry. He just 
stood at his post in I he centre of the square. Militiamen are not 
afraid of the rain. 

^Rain, rain, go away!” the children in the street chanted, 

I'here was a loud clap of thunder. Then the rain came pour¬ 
ing down. It was a warm rain, and not too hard, but still, it was 
wet, 

“The child will catch cold! He'll get wet! Hurry! ' Screwbolt 
shouted. 

Pencil and Scrcwbolt graltbed liold of Brummy s hand^ and 
ran ofl to the boulevard, wlicrc they hid in the bushes. 

^‘Filler-patter, pitter-patter” went the rain, pressing the grass 
to the ground. Swn the cloud moved its ragged edge and lloatcd 
<)|f. The sun arched an eyebrow at the rairi and it stopped. 






















Scrcwbolt pctjjfcd out of the busH- 

“Ha« the min stapped?” 

“Ves! Come on out!" 

"What if it Starts again?" 
won’t” 

■Tm afraid of raiii. C&n you please draw ua a little honae that 
Lu a real royf* Help!" he yelped and Pencil laughed. 

A large raindrop had been swaying on a branch. Now it had' 
finally fallen^ right onto ticrewbolt’s nose. He suxiotefi back into 
the bmh. “I won^t come out again onti! the house is ready/^ 

So Pencil drew them a house on a patch of yellow^ sand beneath 
some bushes. ^'Ifs readyhe said w'hen the last tile was drawn 
on the roof. 

Screwbult dashed out from his hiding place. It was just like 
a faiiy'-tale. There vi‘-as a new house with a peaked roof. 

"It’s perfect!” he said. “But why did you draw a well? U 
should have plumbingh” 

There was a well outside the house, with a pail on a rope. 
Pencil didn’t know how to draw pipes, but the well was lovely, 

“1 don’t know what plumbing Is,” Pencil said with a sigh* 
"I really haven"! had much experience yet/’ 

’'Tliat's all right. ITl tell you all about it later. Wc have to get 
Brummy dry first. He's soaked. But w'here is. he? Hey! Brum- 
myt Where are you?"’ 

Sere who] t pushed the branches aside and looked around. 
Snimmy was nowheres to be .teen. He bad run away! 

“1 knew it! You can’t be trusted with a child!" Pencil said 
cxcited!y. "We have to find him. He might be run over! He’s 
iueh a baby!"' 
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CHAPTER 8 
In uihleln the go {^ailing 

Have ever notifecl how wonderful a city become after 
a shower? The gutters arc filled with svifift streanis of water, and 
everything is giisteriing weL. Cars splash through puddles, sun¬ 
spots dance on the water everywhere. Boys try to out-run the 
streams, llic rain has stopped. Hooray! 

Brummy was dashing up and down with a crowd of boys. He 
w'as laughing. He splashed through the water, trying to catch 
his new sandal that w^as lloating along like a boat, rocking on the 
waves. 

There were boats sailing dovi^n every street. Some were made 
of paper and wood. Uhcrc were sailboats and motor boats, and 
even 'qi.iite a few chips with a bit of slick for a mast. Hundreda. 
of boats had been set atloat by himdceds of boys. 

'T.ook at the boatsl" the children shouted. 

■'The boats]” little Brummy suddenly sqiiej.led. 

In thiR town there were always boats afloat after a summer 
shower. Today there were more tlon ever. 

"Why arc there so many boats today?" the people In the 
streets asked each other. 

"Don’t you know? There's going to be a sailing contest to¬ 
morrow?' 

"Where?" 

’'At Big Swan Pond at the Zoo. My son's entering his boat.'' 

This was what the peopEc were saying as they watched the 
boats, 'llie cars let them pass. Militiamen stopped all traffic at 
the crossroads to let the racing boats go by. 

Brummy was very excited, lie kept bouncing up and down, 
shouting, "BltpJ Blopl Bloop!” 
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V'cnya Kashkin was rimningf siiong bedside him. He was laugh' 
rag. too. He never bothered to make a boat of hi.*! own. Now he 
was pelting Brummy a sandal with pebbles. 

“Ready! Aim! Firel^^ he shunted and tossed one pebbk after 
another at the sandal-bfial. One shell finally hit it. A wave 
washed over it and it sank. 

■"Zoom r'said Venya and aimed his next pebble at someone’s 
paper boat. 

Just then Pencil and Serewbolt appeared. They spotted Brum- 
iny and began to shout and wave. 

'*Hey, Bi ummyl” 

“You bad boyl'^ 

“Come back this minute!^' 

But Brummy paid no attention to them, ^'lioats! BoaUP’ be 
«ng along with the ntlier boys. 

“You'll gel your feet welt You’ll get sickl" Screwbult shouted^ 
jumping along on his springy legs. 

He soon caught up with Brummy, bill he was afraid to step 
into the water and so could not grab liold of him. 

“Didn't you hear wbat 1 said[“ 

“Boats! Boalsl’' Brummy squealed. 

“Wait, Brummy! Stopl ’Would you like me to tell you a story? 
CcTne over here. 1 know a very interesting story! Now listen.... 
Once upon a lime there was a naughty little train^ -. * Don't 
splash through puddles, Brum my 

But Brummy only had eyes for the boats. 

“I know! I'll make you a boat! A real one! Better than any of 
these!'’ 

Brummy stopt^d in his tracks. ScrewboH, who was quite out 
of breath by now, finally got hold of hin^. 

"1 want a boat! A boatl’^ 
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■'You'tl have o»e- WhewE I'm aM in! Come on^ let’s ga home. 
We ll get you dry first and then we II mafce yon a IwaLr Please 
draw us a pair of dry shoes. Pencil, And sortie tools for me. Tl! 
al,*io need a couple of planks. 1 promisedr yoo know.” 

They nished home, undressed Brummy, rubbed Ivim with a 
turfcish towel, which Pencil drew, and put him to bed, 

Tlie magic artist had a big job drawing the comfortable beds 
and chairs, the round table, the fragrant, toasted buns, the cups 
of milk and the iron stove (jttst in case). 

One thing Pencil didn’t have !o draw was the wall clock. For 
some strange reason there was an old-fashioned wall dock on 
the w'all. The round pendulum went back and forth, back and 
forth, tkk-lockt tick-tock. 

No one knows why the dock had come with the house. But 
that’s what magicians are tike. 'They’ll always put in a liil of 
extra magic w^hen iheyVc doing something. 

ScrewboU tiad stopped being amazed at the goings OO- How¬ 
ever, he was terribly worried pbouf Brummy. He was afraid 
he’d catch cold. 

Brummy didn^t want in go to bed. He didn't want to have 
hot milk. ScrewboU had to talk bim into it, ’’If you don I listen 
to me, I won't make you a boat." 

Brummy gulj>ed his milk dowt) after that. 

It was getting dark outside. 

“Oh, I really am tired!’' Pencil said after he had eaten a bun 
and had bad a cup of milk. "I'm SO sleepy!" He yawned. 

“It’s time for Brummy to go to steep. All good children go to 
bed at this time. Dun'l blink like that, Brummy! Qose your eyes 
and go to sleep, and Til tell you a story." 

"’You don't know how to bring up children. Pencil said. 
“You have to provide an example," he yawned again, took off 
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kh coat aiMl trousers, drew a tiail on the waU.^ hung his clothes 
cfci i(, gul into bed, pulled tlie covers up over his head and v^as 
fast asleep in no time. 

“Slccpy head," Scrcwbolt grumbled aud began his story. 
■‘Once upon a time there was a naughty little train. . . /' 

The bushes outside the window rustled like trees. There were 
diildren running by outside, making a lot uf noise. But soon they 
were gone. It became very quiet. Night had descended. No one 
bad noticed the .sEratjgc lie tie house hidden away among the 
bushes in a far comer of the boulevard known as Cool Blue 
Boulevard. 

CKAPTEB 9 

In Tuhich a cat and a tnottffe appesr 

Scrcwbolt dreamed of red, black, green, white, blue and 
striped trains. 

They chugged along the tracks whistling "toot-toot''. 

Then one of tine trains begatj to screech, as if its wheels need¬ 
ed oiling. [[ was a sort of scraping, scratching sound. The scrap¬ 
ing was so loud that Screwbolt had to stop the train and oil the 
wheels. He could not have a train screeching, not even if it was 
only a train he was dreaming about, and there leally weren't 
any red or white, or green, or striped trains nearby. That's why 
he took a large oiling can and oiled the wheels. But soon the 
Crain was making more noise than ever, 

"What’s wrong with it?” Scrcwbolt said in his sleep and woke 

up. 

It was very still in the room. The moon was shining in through 
the window, the kave<i were rustling over the roof, Tiek-tock. 
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tick-tock vt'eiit the clock on Lht wait, Screwbok closed his eyes. 
Just then he heard a loud scratching noise. 

h was atnouse. 

Scrcwbolt tried to go back to sleep, but the manse kept on 
scratching and scraping at (he wnlL 

Then ScrewboU knocked on the wall, lo scare the mouse 
away. But the scraping continijed. It was so loud it Ijnally 
awakened Pencil and Uriimniy. 

■‘'Whubs there?" Pencil asked. 

'"^Why did you have to draw a mouse?’" Scrcwbolt nU4 tiered. 

"'But I didn"f. Honestly, i didn'tT' 

“I wonder! Can"t you hear it scratchlngE Or do you think it 
was me who drew it?” Screw bolt said. 

Tile scraping was becoming louder and louder. Pencil got 
so annoyed Ilc grabbed bis shoe and Hung it at the far comer 
of the room. For a moment all was still. But there it was again, 

“Scrratch! Scrratch!" Brnmmy said happily. 

“Scrratchl ScrratchE" w^ent the mouse. 

‘Tlie child iiiawake!^’ Screwboll said angrily. 

"Oh, this h too niuchr" Pencil cried and got up out of bed. 

Do you know what he did? He drew a cat. A big, furry grey 
cat, 

■ Everything became suddenly still once again. The mouse 
stopped scratching. Sere who It turned over on his other side and 
dozed off. Pencil pulled the covers up to his chin and- * . . 

Tlie drawn cal crossed the room. Then it heard (he clock going 
tick-lock, tick-tock and saw the pendulum swinging back and 
forth. It fixed its green eyes on the pendulum and meowed. 
The cat thought the pendulum was a fatT round mouse with a 
long, long tall- 



The cal crept up and pnunced on the clock. The pendulum, 
ihc clock and the nciv eat all eame lurnbling to the fliXar whh 
a great crash and much luiul mcowmg, 

‘'Tilis is the end]" Serewboll shouted. 

Peticil shouted and Hung his other shoe at the cat- 

Brummy clapped his hands and laughed with glee. 

Then the three of them began chasing the eat. They shouted, 
the cat meowed, and together they overturned chairs and broke 
sheir cups. Finally, the cat had the sense to Jump out of the 
window and onto the grass, 

“Why did you have to draw a cat?" Serewboll said. 

"The child is still up at this hour,” Peticil replied. "It’s ter- 
nbie.'" 

*TtT time to sleep,” Serewholt said in a stem voice. 

He tucked BiniTnmy in and went back to his own bed. Soon 
he Was dreaming of red, green and striped trains again. 

CHAPTER 10 

In tuhieh FrurnTny flies to the Moon 

Early the next morning Serewboll sprang up from bed like a 
spring. He looked at Brummy^s bed and shouted, “Brnmmy’^s 
gone! Get up. Pencil! Hurry] BruTumy's gone!" 

The boy's bed was empty. 

They threw open the door and were about to dash off, they 
knew not where, w'hen ... they spotted him. 

Do you know what Brumniy was doing? You'll never guess. 
He was dangling from a tree by his pants and grinning] He had 
a plastic bag with Isoies in it pulled over his liead. 
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There was a gr0U|i of boy's with plastic bags on standing: 
around under the tree. One of the boys was ordering the others 
iibnut. 

"Man your stations! Is everyone ready?” 

“Vest” the boys .shouted. 

^'Yes!” Brummy squeaked. 

"Get the launching pad ready!" 

The hoys grabbed hold of the branch from which a happy 
Brummy was dangling and pulled it towards the ground. 

At this point both Pencil and Screwbolt h^gan shouting and 
waving their arms. Tliey rushed towards the tret. Tlie cosmo¬ 
nauts scattered in all directions, letting go of the branch. 

Brummy was laimchccL 

"HoorayI” the hoys shouted from a distance. *'Hc’b in orbit! 
Watch him go!” 

Pencil had to draw a big ladder in order to take Brummy 
down. He was in a great hurry', and so the ladder came out a 
bit crooked. Scrcwbolt climbed up after Brummy. He hxtked at 
him angrily and said. “This child will be the end of mcl 111 soon 
get unscrewed from all this worry!" 

“Tsk, tskJ” Pencil chicked. 

“Why did you draw such a naughty boy?" Screwbolt asiked 
as they led Brummy home. “Don't you know good children never 
runaway from homCj BrumirTiy?" 

"Don't ask him such qucstifsns,'' Pencil said, “He doesn't 
really know how to talk yet. He doesn’t know what you mean." 

“Yes. I can Lalkl" Brummy said. "I can! Ro-efcet. . . . Clr- 
bit. ... Poot-balJ, ►, . Hel-met. , , 

"What sEiangc words he’ss saying," said Pencil. “I didn't know 
he was a foreigner I” 
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flut Scrcw^hcilt seemed very pleased. His springs jingSed as lie 
said, 'The boy is speaking very nicely He’s quite clever. We 
must teach him to speak as stxiu as possible. V\l take over his 
teaching. Now, repeat after me, Brummy: Pa-pa. Say: pa-pa.” 

“Pa-pa,” said Brommy. 

“Seel What did I tell you!” 

“What did 1 tell your' Brummy repeated. 

“He nced^ a good wash first,” Pencil said grumpily. T hen 
some breakfast, and then you can start leaching him to talk. 
Come on, Brummy, w^atch me wash!” 

Pencil gijl out the lurkish towel, scooped up a pailful of water 
from the well and began splashing happily in the cool, fresh 
water. 

“Brrr!" Screwboll said and shuddered. ^'What an awful habit 
tliat isl” Sci'cwbolt, being made of iron, was terribly afratd of 
water. 

“An aw-ful ha-bitl" Brummy repeated. 

Pencil became angry. “You’re 5 |>oi!ing the child] Look what 
youVe done!” 

“Humph! A person can’t even opeii his mouth around here, 
bcrcwbolt muttered. 


CHAPTER 11 

In ujbicft I here are tee-cream, a hot doy 
<iKd real smm 

First, Brummy didn't want to wash. Tlien Brumimy didnY 
w^anl to drink his milk. 

“If you donY wash every day and if you don’t have your 
Till Ik, L wtmY make you a boat," Screw^boU said. 
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Brummy gulped down Kia milk and ate a fresh, bun. 

While Pencil was busy drawing tools. ScrewboU was teaching 
Brummy to talk, 

“Sav mo-tor/^ 

"Motor;' 

"Say valve.” 

“Valve;^ 

'Brummy's a very clever boy!” 

“Brummy’s a vet-ry clever boy.” 

“Now say helicopter.*' 

"He-li-cop“ter.’* 

“Excellent! We'll karn all the best words today.” 

However. Baimmy soon tired of this game and instead of 
saying “ventilator” he said “ventirator” and instead of saying 
"shovel” he said “povd”. 

“He's exhausted" said Pencil “You canY teach him every¬ 
thing in one day] He'll become confused 1" 

"I can t teach him with you interfering. I’d suggest you-* 

“You draw a boy like him lirst, and then start suggesting 
things” Pencil interrupted. “I’m sure he*s got a headache!' 

“A headache!'’ Brummy said happily. 

Both Pencil and Screw-bolt rushed up to him and put their 
hands on his forehead. 

“He’s sifnplyhot,” said Screwbolt. 

“Hot,’' saidjBrummy, 

“What can we do?” 

“I'll draw some snow. Thai will cool him otf.” said Pencil. 

Indeed, it was so hot that day tliat the Ibwers along the 
boulevard were limp. The sununer sun beat down upon the streets 
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and the huimes. Waterinif trucks drove up and down watering 
the streets, sidewalks^ lawns, trtrs and boys, l^e grown-ups 
watched them and s^ighed, 

Screwbolt was feeling the heal, too. After all, he was made of 

iron. 

^^You’re as hot as a boiler," Pencil said as he drew some snow 
Dll the grass. 

"Lookt Tliere^s real snow on the grass!” the children on the 
boulevard shouted. 

“It’s imbelievablcE" tlic passers-by said, '‘Indeed, it really is 

bit- 

snowL 

There il was, pure-white and Ice-cold! All around it were 
green trees and bright flowers and people fanning themselves 
with handkerchiefs and newspapers as they panted from the 
heat. Some came up, touched (he snow with their hands and 
smiled, An artist came along and started painting a picture of 
white snow on green grass^ 

A woman in a white snioek and carrying a white box on a strap 
came over, looked at the ,Hnow, then at Pencii and exclaimed. 
“Where did you get it? I'm all out of dry Ice, and the ice-cream. 
melting, llicn 1 heard them sho'Uting, ^Snow! Real snow!’ ” 

She set her box dowm in the snow with a crunch. Then she 
Look out three ice-cream pops WTapped in silver foil and handed 
one each to Penci!, Sere who! t and Brummy. “Here you are, my 
dears, aud don’t be shy." 

If the ice-cream vendor had Only known what trouble Pencil 
and Serewboit would get into on account of those icc-creani pops, 
she never w'ould have treated Pencil to ice-cream. 

However, siie had no way of knowing what would happen. 
Pencil gobbled up hia pop and licked the stick. 
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CHAPTER 12 

Irt which Venya Koshkin brcaJa a window 

Venya KashkEii and his gang; were cumlng down the 
boulevard- "1 hey reached the snow patch and the next mornent 
snowballs were sailing through the air. 

“You bauditsr' an old lady cried as a snowball whizzed by 
her bead. "What do you think youVe doing?'’ 

“Are they bandits?’* rencll was about to say, when a snow¬ 
ball hit him in the mouth. ^ 

"This is tcrtihlel’* the passers-by said. "This snowball light 

should be stopped i mined lately 3’ 

"Let’s get out of here/’ Pencil said, wiping his neck where 
some miow had got under his collar- 

But Brummy had no intention of going anyw'heres. He had 
made a snowball and was Just about to da-sh towards tbe boys 
when ScrewboJt grabbed him by the sleeve. 

"1 don't want to go home I” Brummy bovided. 

He struggled and kicked, his eyes blazed as he looked at llie 
boys, but Sere who It had a good hold on him. 

“Don’t play with them! They're bad boysE” Scrcwbolt was 
saying, “Uoine on, it’s time we starter! making your boat/' 

At the word “boat" Brummy stopped struggling^ even though 
the snowball fight was still on. 

Venya Kashkin swung hard. Another snowball sailed through 
Ihe air, 

CRASH! TINKLEf 
His snowball liad hit a nearby window, 

‘T knew it’ ’Vou horrible boyE’' an angry voice said from 
another window, “I just knew it! T warned yon! Other people 
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Dortnal thttdren, but this onc^a head ia full of books about 
the war He races around with ii gun bhe a bandit and playa 
var aJJ day, every day] He docan^t do anything else] Nothing! 
He'* simply a good-for-notbangr^ 

The window alammed shut. There waa one last tinkle from a 
iliattcrcd piece of glass. 

CHAPTER 13 

fn lyfticPi Hriiinnzi/ gre-ta loat 

ScTcwbolt brought Brummy home. Then he act out the tooU 
PcnciT had drawn for him and got down to making a boat. 

He planed the Eioards, he savitf! theTn, he drilled holea and 
hammered away and sang his happy song^ 

/ tetUl do everyiliing myself, 

Let miracles stay on the shelff 
Myselff Myselff Mysdf! 

“Myself^ myselff myselfP’ Brummy sang along with him. 

Then Screwbolt began sorting out the holb and nuts, the 
springs and wheels he needed to make a little motor for the boat. 

k 

"It^s a wonder!” Pencil said as he watched the boat taking 
shape. 

Screwbolt set the motor in place, then he laid a deck o^ver it, 
adjusted the masts and the screw and said, “Here it is]” 

It was a inagniticent boat. It had two tail masts with rope 
ladders, a wheel, lifeboats on the deck, cabins with portholes 
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and a bridge. The shiny anchor, no bigger than a fishing hookf 
was attached to a slim chain. 

'Ton’re a real magician!'' Pencil said. 'T could never mafce 
a boat like that]'’ 

real magician!" Brummy shouted, jumping up and down. 
^'Give me the Ijoatl 1 want to sail it!^’ 

“WilE you get your feet wet again?" Screwbolt asked. “Brrr! 
Don’t even go near any puddles 

‘Tit go with him," said Pencil. ’ rm not afraid of water.” 

“Yes, you do that. Thcre^s no water around anyway, every¬ 
thing has dried up by now,” Screwbolt added to himself^ 

So Pencil and Brummy set out, bumming Serewbok's happy 
song, 

“Ice-cream’ Ice-cream!'' the ice-cream vendors shouted. "Ice¬ 
cream will cool yon off better than anything else!" 

When Pencil heard the words “ice-cream" his eyes lit up, 
Then he sighed and said to himself^ “She must be a fairy. A 
good fairy who gave me uome ice-creamr Tlrerc s nothing more 
delicious than ice-cream in the whole world.'’ 

Pencil did not hear the announcement over the public address 
.■system, even though It was very, very loud. This Is what the an¬ 
nouncer said: ''Attention, please! There will be a model ship race 
on Big Swan Pond at the Zoo in thirty minutes from now'. Will 
all tJie contesUnts pl ease assemble at the pond." 

■'Yes, she really is a fairyl" Pencil mumbled, and did not 
notice that Brummy was no longer walking beside him. 

Boys carrying model ships were hurrying down the street. 
They spotted Brummy and shouted, "Hey! Look at Ids shipl 
Hey’ Come on over here’” 
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Bnimmy and the bijj's ran across the street towards the large 
iron gate guarded, by two stone lions. There was a big sign over 
the gale, Tt read: 

ZOO 

LIVE ELEPHAMTSI 
huge GIlOCODIkESi 
FIERCE T1GERS1 
ROARtHG LIOH51 
POISOMOUS SNARES! 

WELCOME* CHILDREN] 

Admittance ten kopecks 
CHILDREN WTTH MODEL SHIPS FREE 

Brummy skii^ped through the gates. 


CHAPTER 14 

Jti UJMch BrurnTrijr is readt/ lost 

''Where’s Brutnmy?” I'cncil cried- “I hope he isn't lost againr’^ 
He ran down the Street, stopping people on the way to ask, 
'^Have you seen Brummy? ' They aM shrugged. No one had seen 
him. 

Pencil was feeling very depi e.ssed when he got hotne, "Did 
Brummy come back?” he asked the minute he opened the door, 
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"Wliat have you Scrcwbull demanded. Whereas 

.Bfunimy? You can’t l>e trusted ’with hitin for a secondT' 

They both dashed out into the street againj but neither of them 
knew where to Jook for Brummy. 

Boys carrying model ships were coming towards them, llicy 
were all going to the Zoo, where the two stone lions guarded the 
galesn 

“Have you seen a boy with a boat?’’ 

'‘^Everyone who has a model ship will be at the boat race lO" 
day,’^ the boys said. 'Tt’ll start very soonl” 

“Perhaps hc^sgone to the race,’' Pencil and Screwbolt thought. 

But it was no easy Job getting throtfgh the gates. 

“You have no boats? And no tickets?” the gate-keeper said. 
"Will you please get your tickets at the box office.'' -. 

“We don't have any money," Screwbolt was about to say, hut 
didn't. He peeped in at the window. The cashier was sorting blue 
tickets. She looked very hot, 

“What a dayt” she said and sighed- 

Screwbolt scratched the top of his head, like people some¬ 
times do when they’re trying to think of something. 

“1 know!” he said to his saddooking friend. “Draw two ice¬ 
cream pops!” 

Pencil drew the pops in a flash. But he made a mistake and 
drew’ three instead of two. Screwbolt never noticed. He took 
two pops from Peiscil and walked up to the window, while Pen¬ 
cil gobbled up the third one. 

“Are you hot, lady? ” be asked. ‘T’ve brought you some ice¬ 
cream. Here!" 

“Oh, what a nice surprise! How kind of yon. Here are two 
tickets for you. Thank you ever so much!” she said. 
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Just before abc cUiseil tbe window she hung a little sign out- 
side iL It read: 

CTjOSED for five minutes 

Pencil &nd ScrewhoH dashed off to look for Brammy. 

Meanwhile, Venya Kashkin walked up to the Zoo gate. He 
looked very angry. 

Venya had no money for a ticket, ffc had broken a window. 
Thai meant no pocket money for tee'crcam or the movies, nr 
the Zoo. Venya was dying lo get in and see the boat race. But 
he didn't have a model ship, cither. It was a difficult situatiDn. 
No boat and no money for a ticket. 

Veuya scowled at the boys. Then he spotted a small boy he 
knew whose name wa-S Timmy. He was holding a little boat. 

''Hey, TimmyE’' Venya shouted. "Gimme your boalE And 
hurryl They^M let you in without a ticket. I hey let small kids 
like you in free," 

"1 won’t I” Timmy said bravely. 

'^Whal! Wait till I get youl" 

*Tl] tell my daddy! He's getting his ticket now. Sec?" 

Timmy’s father came up to them. “What docs this bully 
want?” 

Venya put on an innocent face and said in a disgustingly sweet 
voice., “Ha-ha, I wa3 only fooling. It was a joke, lla-ha." 

Timmy's father ItKiked at Venya closely and said to himself, 
"I didn't know this boy could speak in two different voices. I 
wouldn’t pul it past him to snatch some little boy’s boat. Well. 
I think he’il be less of a menaec coming in with us. One more 
ticket, please.’' Timmy’.'! father said to the lady. 
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CHAPTER 15 

fn tohicli tfiere are aTi elephsntp a tiper^ 
a iton cu5 and jHidboats 

"Where s Brummy?'' the two friends wondered anxiously as 
thc>' riiced around the Zoo, “What if he deeded to, climb inUt 
Jt cage with one of the wild animals?” 

ScreiA-fiolt and Pencil stopped by every cage and mcloaure, 

Brummy was not in the elephant's enclosure. 

The tiger did not notice them. It was pacing up and down 
in ^ cage, thinking. 

A lion was lying on the fiocn' of its cage, its head on its paws, 

"Poor thing.” Screwbolt said. "'He looks sn lonely. I wish 1 
cnuld pat him/' 

Pencil felt sorry for the lion, too. He thought of something 
and drew a tiny lion cub, oo bigger than a kitten. 

The cub crawled through ilie bars and into the cage. The lion 
was ov'er joyed, because babies arc always 3 joy to those who ant 
lonely* 

“Attention, please!” the loudspeakers blared. "The annual 
boat race will soon begin on Big Sw^an Pond. Hurry, hurry! 

Venya K ash kin, Timmy and Timmy's father were walking 
down one of the walks. “We re late,” Timmy's father said, 

Timmy was carrying his wooden boat. Screwbolt, who knew 
all about boats, ccnddn^t help admiring it. It was made of a 
BnaU plank with a stick Jn the middle for a mast and a piece of 
»iiite paper for a sail. 

The word “TIMMY” was written on the side of the boat in 
blue letters. 

"Who made that fine boat?” Screwbolt asked politely. 

"Me/' 
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my is it called TIMMY ?" 

"Because that^s me. I’m Timmy," the boy said proudly. 

Scrtwbolt was about to say somelbing else, but by then they 
bad reached Big Swan Pond. The crowd there was growing, with 
children running up from all sides. A brass band was playing a 
marching song and real Navy ciignal flags were Buttering in the 
fereetie- A real captain in a white tunic stood on the bridge that 
bad been set up near tlie water. He was watching the boats on 
the pond through a pair of binoculars, just as if they were real 
diip^ sailing on real waves. 

But Screwbolt and Timmy could not see anything over the 
heads of the crowd. 

'This boy lisw a boat, too. He made it hin^self," a man said, 
pointing at Timmy. "Let him through, everybody! Here’s a boy 
who's taking part in the race!" 

■^‘Lel him through!" the people said. 

Timmy made his way over to the water's edge. His father, 
Screwboll and Venya Kashkin followed liiin. 

A mighty licet was anchored on the pond. There were steam¬ 
ers, ice-breakers, submarines, and a whole flotilla of sailboats. 
The wind ruflled the sails, but the ships were moored fast by 
ropes made of sew'ing thread. 

All the boys were watching the sailboats enviously. At any 
moment the captains would appear and shout; "Anchors 
aweigh]" 

The wind would fill out the sails, and the ships would act uff 
for distant shores, where while gulls soared over the sea, and 
the waves rolled upon desert islands. 

Steamships also ply the seas, taking passengers to distant ports, 
but they never sail to desert islands. Salllioats do. They'll find 
an island for every boy. 
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'fhat’s wliy alJ boys like lu wratch the white saiU of a sailboat. 

'‘Anchors aweigh!" the captain at the bridge ordered. Grown¬ 
ups also lihe sailing ships. 

CHAPTER le 

Jn. which everyone praises ^creiybolt 

At the captain's order the boys untied the mooring-ropes. 

The sltamers blew their whistles, ilie Jittit boats shuddered 
and began their journey across the still waters of the pond. Men 
with red armbands were waiting at the other side. They looked 
at their watches and clocked each boat’s time. 

"If I ever get to be a tmagician,” said Venya Kashkin, "I'll 
make one of the sailboats big, and I'll sail across the sea on it. 
ril stand un the bridge and give orders to the crew.’' 

'^‘Sailing the seas is a fine thing," said Timmy's father, “Bot 
one has to be very bold and brave to do so/' 

"I'm brave!” 

“Well, vifcll!" Hmmy^s father said, not unkindly, “I see ytm 
like to boast. First, try to make your own niodcl ship.” 

"That’s not interesting. I can buy one. 1 want a real one.” 

"Look! I,otik! Someone's boat is ahead of the rest!’' Timmy 
shouted. 

“That’s nty Imatl’' Screw'bolt exclaimed. ''That means Brum* 
my's Someplace near here.” 

“Is that your boat?” a man in the crowd asked. 

^'Yes,” the little iron man replied. Everyone looked at him 
rei|i«lfiilly. 

"You're a real craftsman! May I shake your hand?” said 
Timmy’s father. 
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Screwbolt's ,ship was heading very quickly to the far side of 
the pond, having overtaken the gleaming steamers, the submari¬ 
nes and the ice-breakers. It was about to overtake the fastest 
of the ships, but the sailboats were in the way. Suddenly, the 
ship changed its course. It seemed as jf there were tiny sailors, 
a captain and a helmsman inside the ship. It circled the sail- 
boats> rocked on the waves and aet out to overtake the swift, jet 
propel led cutte ra. 

The ship was getting closer and closer 1 

Stmn It was out in fronts with the entire fleet behind it! Screw- 
bolt s ship finished first. It slowed down, dropped anchor all 
by itself and 3 top|)ed. A tiny Hag went up the mas^t. 


CHAPTER IT 

Jtt Tjuhich BTTtmmj/ becomes fttmoTiJ 

-Whose boat came in first?" the sea captain wanted to know, 

-Whose boat is it?" the people In the crowd who were far 
away from Screwbolt asked- 

The announcer said: “Attention, please! Will the person who 
made Ship No. 1 come up to the captain S bridge where the win¬ 
ner will collect his prijies.'^ 

“Some people have all the luck/’ Venya Kashkin muttered. 

-Congratulations! My son and I are veryplea,scd to have made 
your acquaintance^ Timmy’s fatiicr said and shook Screw- 
bolt’s hand again. “Hurry to the captain s bridge. They re wail¬ 
ing for you-^^ ^ 

“l,et him through! Make way for the shipbuilder!” people 

in the crowd said. 
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ScrewboU had never fell so go<>d before. He fairly gleamed 
with joy. People parted to let him through. 

All of a sodden a high-pitched voice shouted. “It’s my iKiat! 
It^s mine!*' and Brumniy ran up the steps to tlie captain's bridge. 

^'It’s Brummy!'’ Screwbolt cried happily, and all his springs 
jingled. 

“It’s my boat,’* Brummy said when he was on the bridge, '“'Can 
1 have my presents now?" 

They w'erc lying on the table in a row: a big bojt of toys, a 
box of candy and a box of cookies. 

“WTiat's your name?" the captain aiiked. 

"Brummy Pcncilton." 

^*Are you a schoolboy? Or are you still Loo young for school? 
Who arc you?” 

“Brummy’s a very clever boy 1" 

“Uid you make this boat all by yourself? The winner can 
only be the one who has made his own boat. Is that clear? ALL 
BY HIMSELF.” 

Brummy looked first at the new toys and the sweets, then at 
the captain and said, '’Yes, 1 made it all by myself!’' 

"You also get a special award," the captain said. “You are 
awarded the title of Young Technician. Gongratulationsl” He 
shook Brummy's hand and then saluted. 

The band played another march, and all the children cheered 
and clapped. Timmy's father looked at Scncwholt and shook his 
liead reproachfully. 

“Yoit should be ashamed of yourself," a man standing nearby 
said. “You tried to take the credit for a boy's good work." 

“How awful!" people were saylaig. 

ScrewboIt jingled his springs unhappily. 
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"’He's 3 liar] Wliat Ke needs ts a good thrashing!"’ Venya 
Kashkin muttered r 

Photographers crowded round the captain’s bridge. There 
were reporters, too. Everyone wanted to interview the winner* 
He was given free tickets to the best films and was invited to 
children's parties, 'I he Palace of Young Techtilcians sent its 
representative to invite the winner to be their guest for two 
whole weeks! 

A big helicopter stopped in the air over the bridge. There 
were large letters painted cm its side that read: 

GREETINGS TO THE WLNNEB! 

''Brummy Pendlion has been invited to gu sightseeing over 
the city in a helicopter!” came the announcement over the radio. 

A rope laddtr was lowered over the sitle. The captain picked 
up the happy boy and hatided him over to the pilol- 

"Brummy! Brummy! We looked everywhere for you!" 
Screwbolt called sadly. 

But the boy did not notice the little iron man. The helicopter 
was carrying him otf into the bright blue sky, 

"Oh, Pencil, why did you ever draw a boy?’" Screwboll 
siglied. He also suddenly wondered where Pencil could be. 

Wfiere was Pencil a!I thiii time? We forgot ail alnjiit iiim! 

'‘Here's a pencil.’' "I”immy said and ]nilled a blue pencil from 
bis pocket. He waij a kind tjoy. 

"No, thcd’.s lull what I meant. Pencil h gone!” Scrcwbolt dart¬ 
ed out of tlie crowd and da.dicd off to the light, tlicn off to the 
left. 

■'I’cnciJ! I'en-ciir’ lie shouted. "Yoo-hnot Pencil!'' 
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‘Xtwfh! Cough!" There was Pencil, sitting on one of the big 
benches. 

Aslicczc-cougH'whceic!" Pencil sounded very guilty. What 
he had wanted to say was, "Here 1 amt’‘ Wooden ke’Crcain 
P^p-sticks were scattered on the gr^tund under the bench. 

“\vliai have you doncl” Screwholt shouted angrily. "Yon vc 
froncn your throat! How much ice-cream have you had? How 
could juu have been SO stupid?” 

-Cbokel Cough i ^Vheejc!" Penc]] said hoarsely. He was try- 
Tjif to lay, 'T drew them. It was an accident, I won’t do it again. 
hu ihnxat was so frozen ire had lost his voice completely. 

-\^Tiat he needs is a glass of hot milk, fiot milk is very guod 
for«jldi.” said an old man w^ho passing by. 

"Let's go home you horrlbie. terrible, awful old Pencil! 
Scrcwbolt shouted and stamped his foot. 

Pencil sighed and followed him, past the elephant who was 
^king its head. Was it saying, "Tski Tskl”? 

The lion did not notice (hem. It w^s busy playing cat-and- 
isouse with the cub. 

The next day there was a notice in the papers about the cub, 

It read: 

“IKCIDELNT AT THE 200 

A liny lion cub appeared In the lion's cage yesterday. The cub 
drmks milk and weighs one kilogram. Zoologists are watching 

development,” 
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CHAPTER 18 

Jn ujhicfe Pencil does a ver\f doi^sierouB thing 

Strcwbcdt brought Pcrftl home and put bin; to bed- He 
should have caSfed an ambubnee, but there was no telephone 
in the huosc. 

Poor Pencil wa 5 getting worse and worse. The littit inagi- 
clan had a high fever, biH he fell cold. He shook and shivered, 
and his teeth chattered. 

Scrcwboli pulled the blinds and put a heav^ blanket on Pen- 
ri ], R ot it d idn’t b cip. 

Kvening had fallen, then night came. Tt w-as very dark and 
vc:ry quiet inside the lioiise. The only sound was made by Pen- 
cii's teeth chattering. 

Scrcwboli decided to gather some dry leaves for the stove. 
He went outJjide for them. There was no one on the boulevard. 

Rveryone was long since a-sleep. 

•^illy Pend I," Strewbolt grumbled as lie ran up and down 
the walks. “Why couldn’t he have drawn an electric stoveJ 
Silly Pencil!” 

He didreally mean to sound angry. He was very, very upset 
and so, in order not to cry, he pretended to be mad. 

Meanwhile, Pencil lay in the dark room. He was delirious. 
When someone who Is sick is delirious, he gets everything mixed 

“Two times two is seven," Pencil mumli'lcd. Tltree ttmes three 
is five. Seven times seven is nine- ., 

SciTre<>ne who is that sick may get u}* out of bed without real¬ 
ly knowing what he is doing. Pencil gol Up and stumbled tO" 
wards the wall, where he began to draw, blc didnh know w^hat 
he w^asdrawingL 
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''Seven times seven is five,.Pencil miiinbleci as he began 
in draw. 

Sere who! t1 Where arc ynii? Don't !tf Pentil draw amyEliing 
when hc‘'a that sick! 

Bnt Screwboll had gathered an armfu;] of leaves and was now- 
carrying it home. He certainly cc.nilctn’l run with such a load. 

hfeanwhile. Pencil had draw'ii a picture of a terrible pirate 
with a huge curved knife and tw-o pistols st^ick into his belt. The 
pirate was waving a black Hag, like In Venya Kashkin's diawlng- 

Thc ydraie on the w'all winked'at Pencil, rolled up his pirate 
flag and stuck it into his pockcl. Pencil had not noticed a thing. 
Me was very sick. Then he drew a picture of a spy in a grey 
raincoat with the collar turned up. He had on a black mask, 

.After tluit he drew a hloi tliat looked like a dog. Exactly as 
V'enya Kashkin had done. 

Screwbolt came in, rustling his armload of leaves. He drop¬ 
ped themnn the door and led Pencil back tn bed. 

“Two times iw-o is fivcl’' Pencil shouted, waving his amis about, 
^'Givc Venya Kashkin some ire-cteao'i! Give him stime ice¬ 
cream i" 

Poor Pencill 

Screwbolt never noticed the two shadows that slipped of!' the 
w^all and out of the open door to the dark bonlevard. A small 
shadow that looked like a do^g scampered after them. 

Tl^e trees rustled darkly on the boulevard. Screwbolt shut the 
door and lit the stove. A warm glow filled the room. The leaves 
crackled in ihe .stove, the flames jum[>ed up sending Hashes of 
light onto the walls. 

Pencil Einally fell asleep. 

ScrewboU sat by the stove, sighing deeply, saying, “Poor 
Pencil! Poor, poor Pencil!” Over anduveragaiu. 


54 



CHAPTER n 

Jn the Tiight robbers oppearance 

The street llghlij weren't on- 

That ni^ht tw'o small men whom nat>ody knew and one small 
dog that nobody knew ran dow'n the streets, turning to look 
bark over their shoulders, darting down the dark lanes. 

*"Bong! Brjog! BoiigE" went She rlock on the town squarcL 

“Bow-wowl" said the dog that nobody knew'. 

"Seal!" siiid one of the Toen that nobody knew'. The one with 
a brUlly red beard, a Imge eorved knife and two pistols stuck 
Into his belt. 

“W-w-where are w^-w-we g-g-going. ni-m-mo-st honour-rr- 
able sir'f*‘ the other man, who had on a grey raincoat, asked. He 
couldn't Rin any farther, for he wa.s all out of breath, 

^'Theyhe probably hot oti oor trail f” the bearded Euan said 
In a terrible whisper, 

"I don't think anyone’s after usT The man in the raincoat 
stopped. The bearded man also stopped. They looked around 
and listened, but could not hear a sound, 

'’That's strange," said the bearded man. "Nobody is after 
us. We’re robbers, but no one is chasing usl Things like this 
never happen in books 1" 

'Tm not a robber," the man in ihe raincoat said In n hurt 
vtEice. "I’m an honest spy! My name is Keyhole." 

"Humph! There's no difference between a R>bber and a spy. 
The only difference i-^. youTc an ordinary robber, while run a 
pirate. I'm ihe famous Captain Gurgle! The terror of the stasl"^ 





“Pleased to meet yuli, tnosi honourable pirate/' Keyhole the 
spy said, watchiog' his new acquaintance fearfully. 

If anyone could have hearrl thein talking he would have 
wondered, because both the pirate and the apy had the same 
voice. The voice they shared was the voice of Venya Kaahkin! 

Howeverj there was a smafi diftcrcncc. CapLain (jurglc spoke 
in the voice Venya used for talking to boys who were smaller 
than he, while Keyhole spoke in the voice Venya used when he 
tried to wheedle sometiiing out of hia mother, or tried to convince 
her that itiice, and not he, bad eaten the cookies in the cookie 
jar. 

There are people who have tw-o voices. 

^'Grrrr!'’ said the shagify dog. It was .saying, '‘You'’ve forgot¬ 
ten about mcl” 

“And here^s our faithful snapping mutt inkblot' Come here, 
mutt!" Captain Gurgle said. “Which means the gang, I mean 
the team, is assembled. Tm the captain of this outfit, and I’ll be 
giving the orders from now on. Anyone objects to tJiat?” 

Naturally, no one did. 

“Fine] Just as 1 thought. And now, since Fm feeling bored, 
let’s go and rob someone.’* 

“What for?” Keyhole asked timidly. 

“Stupid! Did you ever hear of robbers that didn't rob people? 
Things like that never hap}Jen in books!" 

“What if w'e get cauglit?” 

“Tm not afraid! Fm brave! After me, friendl Onc-two! One’ 
two! Onc-two!” 

I’lic robbers were olT on the high road. 
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CHAPTER 20 

/rt which Srreu’bcih fries io gei some hot milk for PcTicii 

Strewbult blled the stove will; dry Icnvcs and tip-ti>ed over 
to Pcncfl’s bed, 

Peiici] tossing about tn his sleep. 

“What he needs is Some hot milk, That will titake him well, 
T don't know liow to draw milk. But I’ll try to think of some¬ 
thing.” Sercwbolt thiHighi as he tucked Pencil in again and then 
left the house feeling very had. 

Dawn was breaking. At night the trees had seemed black, hitt 
now they were a grcyisEi-bluc and were turning greener as it 
gijt lighter, The panes in t}^e windows ol' the houses began to 
glitter. 

Screwhnlt stood in the mid [lie of the squai'c, not knowing 
wltk’h way to turn. He hadn't been able to think of any tiling 
yel. 

The square, the streets leading from it and the e(xd morning 
afr all smelled of freshly baked bread, flot bread has a won¬ 
derful smell I 

The two iilglil robbers appeared at the far end of the sqiiare. 
ScrewboU did not notice them. Neither did they notice hbn. 

The rcjbbcrs stopE>ed in tlieir tracks. The pirate breathed in 
deeply. The spy sniffed the air. 'Oh. am I hungry,” he groaned. 

“Smells good,’* the' pirate muttered, and something in his 
sloitiaeh churned, "I could e^-ii ^ fried shark wlmlct 1>unes and 
all! That’s how hungry I ami" 

“Bong! Bong! Bong! Bong!” went the clock in the tower. The 
trees w'erc all green now, Pigeons aw^tke on the rooftops, under 
the caves and on the balconies. They Happed their wungs and Hew 
doivn to the square, coveritjg it like a blanket. 
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A big- (ruck railed into the square. It looked like a railway 
car. Even after it had litopped (lie pigeotiii paid no attentiun to 
it- They had taken up the road and had no intention of getting 
out of the way. 

The tr(i(:k rumbled angrily as the pigeons strutted right under 
its wheels. Then an angry man hopped ooL of (he cab and 
waved and dapjjetl his hands at them. 

The pigeons flew off Jazily. The tuan w^alked on ahead, weav¬ 
ing his arms. The truck followed him slowly across the square. 

It stopped outside a large confectionary and pastry shop, 
where the doors were open day and night. At night trucks de¬ 
livered pastries, chocolates and Other sweets to the shop. Then, 
from morning till closing time, happy customers carried home 
the pastries, cnocolates and other sweets. 

The tnick smeU ed of vaoiJla, jus( like a good cake, Del a ve¬ 
ry men opened the back doors of the truck and began carrying 
crates into the shop. 

The two robbers sneaked up on the men. One led the way, 
*l”he other hurried along behind him. He wasn't sneaking up as 
fast as the first one. Inkblot w^as sneaking up beside him. 

“Go over to them and say, 'Hands up]','' tite iirst robber 
svhispered. I’ll be standing here. As sOf>n as you scare them, I'll 
jump out and start robbing them. Go on]'' 

“I C-c-can'tl I'm not v-very' s-s-strong!" the other robber chat¬ 
tered. “They won't even believe me. You say 'lland.s upl’ and 
111 be standing here." 

“You say Etfinst]’'tlie first robber hi. ‘ised. 

‘Til s-say it n-n-ncKl,” the other whined, 

“OuL of the way, fellows^’' a delivery man said to tfie robbers. 
He probably did not guess w^ho they w'cre. “You’re in the way. 
You boys should be in your beds at this Imur. CJo on home," 




“Hjsd* vcpV the first robber shouted as he rushed towards 

Cta‘( you hear him? Hands upl" the second robber squeaked 
fr* 'Sktcfe he was hiding around the corner. 

'I vt no time to play with you/’ the man said and laofhed 
'mAoKA even turning round. 

Hepdied a crate from the truck. 

^Handa up!’' the first rvuliber shouted again. 

The inan turned and accidentally brushed the robber with 
At entc. tossing him aside. His beard swept the pavement 
ife a bfi>acn.. The delivery man turned around, but saw no one, 
keoBte the robber was sitting on the road around the corner. 
The ether, robber and a shaggy dog were peeping out of a 
ecisc ean, and both of them were whimpering and shivering 
fright. The man carried the crate into the shop and came 
•■t iii»- another. He bumped into Screwbolt, who was standing 
If'Ae murk. 

■^as that you shouting?^' the man asked. 

“'No. Can I help you carry die crates?” Screwbolt said 

Wpftifly. 

“Thanki, sonny,” the man said. ‘Til manage. These crates 
a bit heavy for yom" 


CHAPTER ai 

Ifl. lohtch pigeons orejt’t o/mid of trucks 

The delivery man did not know why Screwbolt was wander- 
ahoirt the city so sadJy at such an early hour. He did not 
bov that poor, sick Pencil needed hot milk and bread. 



Scrcwbolt waa abaut icll the delivery (nan about his problem* 
when trufks started rolling into the square from all sides^ 

The pigeons were again coverittg every inch of the road. 

Angry men in white smocks got out of the trucks and began 
waving their arms about and shoutings “Whoosh! Whw>sb3'^ 

Bui the pigeons kepi By mg over the square^ aettlitig tni the 
road and blocking the way again the tnoment the men stopped 
waving and shouting. 

“Bakeries will be opening soon. 1 wonb have the time tjii 
delis^er the breadone of the mem said. 

“The children will soon wake up. Bui their mothers won't 
be able to buy them milk* because 1 wDn’t be at the dairies on 
time," another man said. 

"1 spend BO much time chasing pigeons out of the w'ay that 
Tm held up every day and never deliver my fish on time/' 
said a third. 

'Tm delivering sausages,'’ a fourth man said in a hoarse 
voice. "My throat liurLs from shouting ‘WhwsKf Whoosh!' Vm 
tired of waving my arms like a windmill. The pigeons aren’t 
afraid of anyone. And they don't pay any attention lo the 
irafdc lights." 

"This has to stop!” all the others shouted. “We must think 
of srunething. There have been articles in the papers, but no 
one can think of anything. What shall we do?" 

"Tve thought of something!'" Screwholt .shouted. 

"Who's.that? Who said that?^’ everyone wanted to kn.ovF\ 

"He’s probably an inventor," the bakery man said. "I ve 
been watching him. He's been standing here, thinking about 
something all this time." 

“I know!” Screwdiolt .said. “'I'on won't have tu w^avt: your 
arms about and shout 'Whoo&h! WhwshE’ any more. Just give 


me some wire and stichs. a saw, a hammer, a acrew-driver, 
some screws, a paJr of pliers and some rags. Til jhow you whal 
to do.*' 

“1 have a load of laths,*' (he carpenter sai± ^'Take as many 
as you need. And I’ll help you make whatever it is we're goin§; 
to make.'* 

“I have my tools here," the plumber said. ‘^And Til help, 
too.*’ 

'TIJ give you the wire.’* the electrician said. 

'*And I have a lot of remnants,” the weaver said. 

'^Everyone will help!’’ all the others said, taking oif their 
smocks* 

The ncxtMiay the following article appeared in the paper; 

«AN UNUSUAL INVENTION 

“Yesterday tnomiogan unknown but talented designer itivent- 
cd a device which cyery driver has been dreaming of for so 
long. Now we can all drive through the city without worrying 
about running over a pigeon. A special waver will Ije afhsed 
to every vehicle. ITie city has been talking of nothing but the 
new waver. It is made of a ■Jlick attached by jueans of two 
wires to the windshield-wipers. Sn'era! rags are tied to the end 
of the slick. When the windshield-wipers are turned on, they 
bring the stick into motion by pulling the wires left and right, 
whicli, in turn, waves the rags at the end of the stick. Engine¬ 
ers arc aina2ed at the .simplicity of the invention. 

Unfortunately, in all the confusion no one noted the inveti^ 
tor’s name. Tliifi Is really unpardonable!*’ 

HowTveiv all this appeared in the paper the following day. 
Meanwhile, Scrcwbolt was running back and forth from truck 






Ith truckn giving direct!om, helping and advising. The project 
was completed in half an hour,. Everyone thanked ScrewlKjli 
I'hey shook his hand and invited him to visit them at home. 

The bakery man brought liim senne fresh buns and a large 
luaf of bread. ''This is for you/' he said. 

The milkman brought him a large can of milk and ekjitic 
butter and a round cheese. The man who delivered hsh brought 
him a carp. ^ITte man who delivered sausages brought him some 
links. "You’re a great inventerr’ he croaked m his hoarse voice, 
Hie vegetable man brought him two pineapples, llie man from 
the confectionary shop brought him ssjuiie candy and pastries, 
'Die plumber gave Serewbolt a little wagon for all hifi presents, 
ScrewboJt thanked them one and all. However^ he refused to 
accept the ite-cream the icc-cream man gave him. The man was 
verv hurt. 

■'See that?" the pirate said, swallowing hard. "'Look at all 
the grub they've given him. Some people have all the luck! And 
what did wc get out of it? Nothing 

“They might have at least thrown a crixsl our way^" Keyhole 
whined, though he had stolen some fresh buns and had them 
hidden under his rainenat. He wix$ whining on purpose, so 
that he wouldn't have to share the buns with the pirate. They 
were still so hot Qiey burned h'lA side, but Keyhole the spy 
didn't mind. 

The trucks, which were now equipped with wavers, con¬ 
tinued happily on their way. The bakery man was the last la 
leave the square, because he was looking foi' his white smock. 
It was gcmc. Keyhole had stolen it. He had stolen the plumber’.s 
screw-driver. Just in case. 

Maybe he had sticky fingers and things that didn't belong to 
him just stuck to them, 
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CHAPTER 22 

Jn ujhjch tfirriWc tftings bc^n to Jwsppffli 

Screwbolt piled kis presents into hia wagon and aljiried. out 
slowly for home. The wagon was heavy. He huffed and puffed, 
straining hard to keep it rolling. 

■'Scoundreir' Captain Gurgle growled. “He's getting away, 
and ] can’t even rob him! No setf-respeettng bandit mbs people 
jn broad daylight. Things like that never happen in booksF' 

Keyhole kept his eyes on Screwbolt, An iini>osslble plan was 
taking shape in hia small head. Finally, he whispered, "I think 
I've thought of something that’s SO ♦. ► so..and he looked 
around Id see if anyone was watching. 

"Well? WTat is it?" the pirate asked impaliently. He, too, 
was now speaking in a whisper. 

"We have to snatch Pencil and make him..the spy looked 
around, "and make him draw us anything we want. We won t 
have to invent wavers, wc won't have to lug heavy crates. We 
won’t have to do anytlnng! And well have everything we want! 
Pencil will draw It for us! Anything we want!” 

“Hooray!’' Captain Gurgle bellowed and then clapped hiJJ 
hand over his mouth. 

“Hooray!" he then w^hispered. “I'll make him draw us a ship- 
Who ever heard of a pirate without a ship? I’ll have a ship 
with huge cannons! I'll sail the seven seas on it! There'll bo 
salt meat in the hold and barrels of wine. And then....'’ 
Captain Ciurgle had to stop for breath. “And he’ll draw me 
more ships, and Ti] rob them! Ahhh! And set them on (ire! 
And sink them! He'll draw me a ship, and I'll mb it! 
He’ll draw me another, and I'll rob that one, too! One after 
another!” 



'^Grrr-rufff!" said Inkblot- He meant, "ril make him draw 
me food hones. One-after another, one after another!” 

“You're the freatest bandit after met'" Captain Gurfle cried 
and threw his arm anumd Keyhole fondly^ 

The hot buns stuck to the spy's side, 

"Helpt'* lie yelped. 

The buns fell to the ground. Inkblot swallowed one vidiolc. 

“So?” the pirate growled, looking first at the buns and then 
at the spy’s unhappy face, "f Iiding things from me, arc you?” 
He pulled his pisto) from his hell and aimed it at the spy's long, 
trembling nose, “ff you ever try to put anything over on me 
again, 1']! shoot you deadt I'm forgiving you this time. But 
your assignment is to go to their house and find a way to kidnap 
Pencil.” 

“B-b-but I'm sc-sc-scared! I’lti t-t-too lit-t-tle! Keyhole 
whined, 

“Silence!’' the chief bandit roared. “Get a move on before 
that iron scarecrow Sei'ewbojt gets hii wagon home,” 

CHAPTER 23 

Jift loliicft 0 strttTige doctor comes to see Pencil 

A doctor in a white coat was coming towards the small house 
hidden among the bushes on Cool Blue Boulevard. No one knew 
w^ho had sent for him. No one knew who had told him about 
Pencil's illness. 

The doctor had a long thin nose and an unhappy face. He 
kept looking over his shoulder and stopping to listen for some¬ 
thing. He darted into the bushes and then peered out 'Fhen he 
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tip-lo«d up lo the door and looked around stgaln. He ran round 
the house, peeped in the window and darted inside. 

Pencil was sound aalcep, 

"Hcc-hee,'* the doctor said and rubbed his hands, "So this 
Is where that wretch Pencil ill While your jumping man is 
trudging home, we ll gel you, hcc-hee, cured. We ll lake you 

out into the fresh air and hide you^ liee-hec," 

The doctor was very pleased. He took out a towel and lied it 
over Pencil’s mouth. He bound his bandit and feet aud began 
pulling him oil the bed- Just then the front door slammed and 
Scrcwbolt entered, Someime had helped him home with the 
wagon. That is why he was back so soon. The doctor was too 
startled lo speak, 

“Who are you?’’ Scrcwbolt asked. ■* 

"I'm a sp-sp-dactor," the doctor babbled, trying to find a way 
to escape. “I’m a very wise doctor!" 

“Who told you Pencil was sick?" 

“We al-always know cv-ev-everything." 

“\\^at are you doing?" 

"Silly boy!" the doctor said more boldly. "I’m treating him. 

“May I have a look?" 

“Certainly notl Run along and play. I'll cad you later, tee- 
bee," 

"1 won’t be in your way. I'll l>e very tjuiet." 

“You brainless, rusty spring! ’’ the doctor hissed. 

"Why is he tied up?" 

“Don't you know that sick people aren’t supposed to talk or 
move? And don't bother me with your stupid questions! If you 
really care about him, go for His medicine. And hurryl Olber- 
wifte our sweet, darling, itsy-bitsy Pencil will die, and he 11 
never, never cat the pastry you brought him. 
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Every spring in Kcrewbolt's body shook, 

“What’s the tiacic of ihe medicine? I'el! me qiikk!" 

‘'Hm - Now let me see. , ., Why, yoi] ask for . . . um . ., 

Boppledoppledooplcdap." 

“it must, be a very rare kind of medkincj^’ Scrt^vbiilt said 
to himself. ’'Only very wise doctors must know about it. 
Bopplcdopplcdoopledap/' he repeated as he hurried along the 
street. 

He turned the comer and crashed into a man; with a naming 
red beard and a jacket that was buttoned Up to his neck. The 
bearded man was stuffing a fresh bun into his mouth. 

'^CursesI" he said. dare you attack an lionest eitiacn?’^^ 

“Pardon me. It was an accident.”’ 

ScrcwboJl thought the bearded man looked familiar. “I’m 
sure I saw him someplace before,” he said to himself. Thinking 
about the bearded man had made him forget the name of the 
medicine. 

”0h. dear! Dumple dimple. .he mumbled, trying to 
remember. "You w'ouldn't happen to know' the name of the 
medicine, would you?” he asked the bearded man. 

“Which medicine? Who cares about your stupid ■medicine?” 

Screwbolt turned armind and dashed hack home. Do you 
think he had become suspicious? Not a bit! He just wanted to 
ask the doctor to repeat the name to him again, 

"Wait!” the bearded man shouted. He couldn’t let Sore wind t 
go back to the little housye. “What was it you said?” 

Scrcwbolt kept on running as fast as lie could. 

“'Stop! Don’t go home! Stop! I know a good riddle! Slop! FU 
tell you a story! A very scarey storyi” 
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Suddenly a whistle shrilled, A miUliamaa was blocking the 
bearded man’s way* '"You’re jay walking. There’s no crossing 
here,” he said. 

‘T'm from oirt of town” Scrcwbolt heard the bearded man 
say, “I won't do it any more. Horvestj, 1 won't." 

Screwbolt ran ujj to the front door and opened It softly. He 
felt very embarrassed about having forgotten tlie name of the 
medicine. 

The doctor had not heard him enter. He w^as grunting and 
puffing, trying to throw Pencil’a bound bcidy over his shoulder. 

Scrcwbolt finally realised what was happening. He shouted, 
grabbed an iron puket and brought it down with a crash on the 
very wise doctor’s head. The doctor let out a howl and dropped 
Pencil, You should have seen him rtinl In no time he had over¬ 
taken four trolley-buses, two motorcycles, sis bicyclca, one 
automobile and four trucksi 

‘"Look at hitn go!" children in the street shouted, 

A bearded man saw the llccing doctor and said, "WeVe been 
nailed!" Then he dashed off after him but could not catch up 
with him until they had reached the city limits. 

That was when Screwbolt finalily recalled where he had seen 
their faces before. 

On Venya Kashkin's drawing! 

CHAPTER 24 

In which ScrewhoU and Pencil go looking /or 

Screwbolt was about to untie his friend wl^en Pencil opened 
one eye, then the other and blinked, as if to ask, "Why did you 
tic me up?” 
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“Shhhl Don't talk now," Strewbolt said, ‘TfomiRC me you 
won't talk. T’ll untie you if you do/' 

"Mmium. . Pencil said, wKkh meant^ “I promise/' 
Screwbolt untied him. Then he lit th.c stove and boiled some 
milk in the tea kettle. He poured the hot milk into a cup and 
made Pencil drink it. Then he gave him another cupful! And 
another, Three cups of hot milk, 

^"Now say ahiihh/' 

"Ahhhh." 

"Say ooohh/' 

"Ooohh,” 

"Say eeeee,*' 

"Eecce.'’ Pencil*said and stuck his tou|fue out at ScrewLolt, 
“That's enough! Pm well) Nothing hurts me. 1 even dreamed 
that we were in an airplane and that we crashed and l>roke 
into a million pieces. What a dream!" 

"Are you sure you're all right?" 

"Surd" 

ScrewhoH pulled him out of bed. Then they both skipped 
around the room, singing: 

Doctor, doctor, go away. 

Don’t come Uftek another day! 

After that they had a feast fit for a king. 

^'Where's Brummy?'’ Pencil asked, “You must have let the 
child run off to play with big boys. Call him back. He doesn’t 
know what fine pastries w^c have." 

Scrcwbolt’s face became &ad. He stopped laughing. His 
springs jingled sadly. 

Pencil was very surprised, “WTiat s wrong? Arc you sick?" 
"NoJ m well. 1 just feel sad." 
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And then he told Pencil the unhappy story of hww Bmmniy 
had become a Ycn-ing Technician. 

When he w^as tlirough Pencil said, “WcMI find him. We can't 
let Brummy grow up (u be a liar! Come on, Sercwhult! 

CHAPTER 25 

in vfhtcti fh{? rifbbi'js hf/td of ihr fmain 

Captain Gurgle grabbed the tail of the doctor's white conil^ 
bringing the Iket-footed man t[) a halt. There wa-s a huge black- 
atid-blue bump on the very wise doctor's forehead. He niolt off 
hi?) white coat and was no longer n doctor. He lore the white 
coat into Strips which he used to bandage his head, so that no 
one would sec his awful bump. 

‘"You should i»e proud of yourself," the pirate sneered. 
“You're a real hero! Ymi couldn't even put dowm those two 
scrawny fofjIsE’' 

“Yum try fighting that iron seanccrowd"^ 

“So what? I don^t mind agocid figlit.'^ 

“Wk alE know how brave you are," Keylmie muttered, 

“Say that again.’* 

“I said you're the bravest_ OncU’ Clurscs on that iicm 

ffcarecrowT* 

“Don't worry, wc'Jl find them. Thfi.rse scrtbhly ijcncil.i %von"t 
get away from us! \ .swear by a dead shark that they wnn'll 

“Wait till 1 get my hands on him! I’ll unscrew every screw 
in hk body! Fll pull out every sprlugl i’ll sav,^ him to (dtccs! 
I’ll., .. Ow, it hurts!’' 

“Onward! ' Caiit.ain Gurgle said. “We ll find them! Well 
catch them! Wk’ll unscrew them! Lead the way, Inkblot, you 
doggy muLi! I can t wait to gel my liands on thuse- 
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The pi rale waa about to say who he couldn't wait to pfet his 
hands on when he suddenly spotted two (inc'looking ponies 
gazing on the square. One w'as brown with white spo.ts, the 
other was white with hrown spots. 

your horses, men!" Captain Gurgle shouted In Venya 
Kashkin's vurte.. 

The robbers mounted t he ponies and were off* 

CHAPTER 26 

In iifhk'h. no oTto tan dnd Screiubok 

If you want to find out w^hcrc they set! tickets to the Moon, 
where they register boys for space (lights, or If you just wf^nt 
to know' w'hich is stronger, an elephant or a whale, you go 
to the nearest information booth. There are information !>ooths 
on many streets. They arc glatised^in little booths that look like 
lanterns. 

A young lady w'as sitting in one of the booths on bunshitre 
Square, reading a hook. No one had come up to ask her where 
they were selling tickets to the Moon that day, and so the young 
lady had had lime to read eighty-eight pages of her book. She 
was just turning the eighty-ninth page when Pencil's nose and 
the top of Serewbolt's head appeared in the w'indow of her 
iKWth. 

"'Ijadv, can you tell us how to find a boy named Brummy? 
He*s been made a Young Technician.'' 

^'Tliere arc forty-seven thousand, tw'o hundred and seventy- 
live Young Technicians In our cily1 How old Is he? 

“Uh. ... I Ic's two days old." 
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'"Wliat! YouVsr I drm’t give out informadan for 

jokes/' Stie fett like asking who tlieac funny people were, bill: 
didn't. 

Meanwhile, twn riders came galloping into tlic scjgare on. 
two sjiotltd ponies. One was a bearded man. the other was as 
skinny as a rail- He had a bng nose and had turned up the 
collar of hi.'i ralneoal. The girl watclied the pctnics. She had 
only seen ponies in filnis. 

'i'hc riders n-tde up to the Zoo. They leH>keii around sospi- 
cionsly. dismounttd and ran along the sidewalk, close on the 
tracks of a shaggy black dog. The dog was leading them fight 
to Pencil and Screwbolt. 

A roaring red niotorcyclc driven by the milltiaTnan shot out 
Into the square. It zoomed up to the ponies and stopped. 

"^dt's those pontes again!” the militiaman itakl Where arc 
I heir riders?" 

However, Captaiti Gurgle and Keyhole were busy spying on 
PeiiciPand fk'rcwholt. neither ol whom had noticed the rotibers, 
the piniies or tSie mililiainiaii,. They were utanding In Ircrnt of 
the htg diftplay window of a toy shop. 


CHAPTER 27 

In tt'hich there ore o horseshoej Little Red Jiidifip 

Hood and the Big Bad Woif 

A toy wolf wnth its mouth wide open was Sitting behind 
tin,', hig plate glass windtiw of the 5ho}>. It was watching Little 
Red Riding HtnxI out tif the corner of its eye. 15he had a basket 
ill one hand aixl a btinch of daisies in the other. She wanted tn 
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^ay to the wolf, ''What lug (with you haveT' but s!ie couldn’t 
bccau^ she was a dolL 

The Big Bad Wolf waolcel to say, ‘The Itettcr to cat you 
with!" But he cuiLlclo’t. because he was a toy. 

First, there w'as music coming over the radio. Then the doors 
opened HPut an announcer said; “Attention, Young Techni¬ 
cians! Visit our -sho|>! We can now olfcr yon many useful (nob 
and materials such aa hammers , saw^s^ nails, screw's, planes, 
w^hccls of all sizes and two thousand parts. You can build 
thousands of metlianisin.s such as motorboats, sailboats, model 
airplanes and hclicnptcrs-'' 

“Did ynu hear that? I’hat announcement was for Young 
Technicians. That means Brummy is sure to stop by here/' &aid 
ScrewboJt. 

“You’re right!" 

They (lashed into (he shop and never noticed the terrible 
robbers who dinted in right after them. Pencil and Screwbolt 
held hands and irm up and dowm the aisles, looking for Brummy. 

"How long do we have to wait till he comes?" the litde iion 
man wondered- 

The robbers darted in and out among (he shoppers, hiding 
first behind a column, then behind the broad back of a man 
carrying two suitcases^ then behind a lady with a shopping bag. 

“We’ve got you now!"' Keyhole buzzed. 

"You can’t escape!'* (he f>lrate gtoated. He crept up to a large 
counter piled fiigh witli things for Young Technicians. That 
wa.s .so he could hce|> eye on Pencil and Hcrcwboltr Some¬ 
thing that looked like an iron hofseshoc i'clii off llte heap, hit the 
pirate in the »tde and stuck to him. 

"Heyl What are you doing?" 

"Who?" Keyhole asked aiudousty. 
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“This piece of Iron!" The pirate lore It away frcjm his side 
and threw it tfp the tioor. Bat it didn^l fall. Instead, it stnacl^ed 
him in the stomaeh. 

■'Curses! It must l>e black magicT 
That's not black rtiagk. It's a magnet- lt"s stuck to >'Oaf 
knife." KeyhoJe reached for the magnet and put it in his pocket. 
“It'll come in handy/’ 

While the robbers were fighting the magnet. Pencil and 
Screwbolt were talking to a young salesclerk, * Pardun us/ they 
said. ^'We're looking for a boy named linimmy. You haven t 
seen him by any chance, have you? lie's a Young Technician. 
“What docs he bulld?'^ 

“He likes boats,” 

“Boats? Then you’d better look for him at Serene Embank, 
incnt. That’s where the boys arc trying out their boats. I’m 
jiute Brummy must be there. Or* left, I hen tarn right. 

The robbers caught iigiit of them just as Pencil and Screwbolt 

were making their way to (he door. 

“There they are! We’vo got to catch Ibemi’’ the pirate yelled. 


CHAPTER 28 

The /anmest of oil 

Ihc robbers shoved and pushed their way through the 
shoppers. It wa-i very hard to catch up vifiih Pencil and Screw- 
bolt in the crowd, what with everyotre hurrying in different 
directions. 

The robbers dashed out through the nearest door, flowrevcr, 
once outside, they realised they were not In the street at all. 
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Stiintliiig close by iv'as a LittLc Rtd Riding Huod dolL A J!>y 
wolf was watching them out of the corner of its eye and baring: 
its teeth. 

"[l !t (he shop-window! We re In the shop-wiiHlow[ Get backi 
quick!’' Bill the pirate had iolted the llUle door and it had 
slammed and locked liehtnd them. 

“We're trapped 1 I'll break this old window!’' 

“Wait^ Captainl” Keyhole whispered, pointing towards the 
street. “They^rc coming this svay. They might spot us. Shhhh! 

Pencil and Screwbolt were approachirig the window on. their 
w'ay to Serene Enihankmtnt. The robbci^ looked around fran¬ 
tically for someplace 1o hide. They were like in a fishbowl. 

As the spy dashed back and Forth he knocked over Little Red 
Riding Hood. The poor doll rolled over the edge and fell to 
the tloDCf losing her bunch of daisies on the way. 

Tforried childl' Keyhole hi.ssed and then suddenly jumped 
with Joy. ''I've got it!” 

Quickly he tore off the dotl’s red hat, dress and pinafore and 
jumped into her clothes. He picked up the doll's ba.'iket and 
tossed her white scarf to Captain Gurgle. “Wrap it around your 
heard, Captainl You’ll be a hontec and I’H tcc-hcc, be Little 
Red Riding Hood.'" 

Captain Gurgle wrapped the scarf arctund his beard so that 
no one would recognise him. Then he pulled out bis big pistol 
and aimed It at the wolf. He tried not 1o move, because !te was 
sup^Mjsed to be a toy hunter. 

“Look, Inokl” the ^leople in the street said, stopping at the 
shop-window. “There’s a toy hunter. He wasn't here before. 
It's a new toy. How much docs it cttsi? Doesn’t he look brave? 

Pencil and Scicwbolt couldn't pass the window without 
stopping. They pressed their noses against the glass. 
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Doesn't [,Utte Red Ridin|f Hood Iwk mean?” Pcncit said. 
”1 wonder why she has such a kmg nose?" 

“All little {jirls are very cLirious, IPs from poking her ncrec 

into everything/^ 

“Look! She has a bandage on her hcadl" 

“ITi c Big Bad Wol f must h avc hitteti her/’ 

■^And look at that mean*]ooking hunter. See what a big pistol 

he has?” 

“You need a really big pistol to sEsoot a wolf. ’ 

This was what Pencil and ScrewboJt were talking about, while 
the new dciIE was Staring at the two friends and turning purple 

from rage. ^ 

■‘Go on, get lo^tl” tlie new doll was saying to hlmselL "tict 
going, you rats! My arms and kgs feel stifl from holding still 
so long-’^ 

A very ordinary Uy was buJizlng aromul inside the window. 

went the lly. “Bzjtzzz. it'szm hot!” 

'"See how shifty Little Red Riding Hood's eyes are/’ Pencil 
said and shook his head- 

■■It’szzzzz hot!" the lly bu^zeci and settled on the new^ doU’s 
long, perspiring n^we. 

That was the last straw, llic new doll wrinkled it's nose and 
sneezed so loudly that the fly was tossed right into the hunter's 
eye. The hunter yelped and turned: a somersault. 

■■Oh!" cried Pcncil- 

“Oooh!” cried Scrcwbolt and burst out laughing. 

“Hello, you very wise doctor) How^s your lovely bump?” 
Little Red Riding Hood was grinding her teeth like a real 
wolf, waving her fists and hopping around. It really Vi'^as a 
sight. 

“'Ha-ha-ha!” Pencil and Screwbolt laughed - 
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“Brata!" the hunter growleil. 

■*Yoi>-ht:ii>[" 4Sicrewbolt giggled,, and waggled his fingers at 
tlic robbers. 

1 lie rubbers were fighting so niad they forgi^t all about the 
glass. Uliey ran Into it with a great trash and bounte<| olF It. 

’'Hn-ho-ho! Ha-ha-ha!^’ the people In the street laughed. 

^"Ta-ta! Goodbye now!" Pencil shouted, 

"Be seeing yoii!^'^ Scrcwbolt said an-d waved. 

CHAPTER 29 

In U’ftteh ti strtfTtsre ship nppeors 

The two friends hurried along to Serene Kmbanttnient, llie 
river w^as broad and deep in 1his part uf the city. 

A large rowboat dewrated with rolourcd Hags was sailing 
shiwly down the rivci’, passing under Rainbow Bridge, The 
breeze rullled the llagsi. 

There were f|ulte a few Imys in the rowboat. They were mak¬ 
ing an awful Jot of noise, shouting and pointing. 

"Please get that one for me! The rme with the red stack!" 

"Mine is the while boat! The fastest oncl” 

"M inc is the black one with the two stacks.^’ 

"An elderly man with grey moustaches who l<M>ked like a 
retired seaman scfujped the model ships out of the water with 
an ordinary huttcrlly net. He shook tliecu dry and handed thetn 
to their owners. Tiiere were m<xlel ships all over the water. 
'I hey dipped and bobbed on the waves^ tooted, and some even 
had smoke eomlng out of their stacks. 
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A crowd of iiiipaticnt children was watching them from 
Rainijow Bridge, "It’s nur turn now!” ihe lnjys on the bridge 
shouted. “When will the boat tome for us?" 

Brummy was not on the bridge. Perhaps he was in the row- 
boat? But it was too far away for them -to a^ee. 

“Bru-u-ummyr' Pencil and ScrewboU called. 

No one answered. No one \nud any attention to them. Every¬ 
one was looking at a boat with a large sign on it that read: 

iljOATIN'G TOY SHOP 
See Our L^rfie Selection ol Model Ships 

"Listen^ Pencil, why don‘t you draw another ship?” said 
Screwboll. “1f Brummy’s in the rowboat, he'll see it and want 
to go ashore.” 

“Youhe right. That's what I’ll do. But where can T draw 
it? We have to get the ship into the water, and I can’t draw on 
the water. Try to think of somet hing.” 

“I know^. First, draw a rope. L'll lower you on the rvtpe, and 
you can draw the ship on the concrete wall of tlie embankment 
Draw a man-of-war. With a lot of cannons. B^lyS like cannons.” 

First Pencil drew a rope. ScTCwkM^ll lied it round his waist„ 
and Pencil climbed over the side. ScrewboU w^as holding the 
other end. 

No one saw Pencil drawing the sbip- But the moment the 
beautiful sailing ship was launched, every child on the bank, 
every boy in the rowboat and every child on the bridge caught 
his breath. The rowb<>at headed towards the pier. 

“Look! Look at the sailing ship!” 

’‘Whose is it?” 

“I know! TheyVe going to shoot a film here!” 

" Abcmt what?" 
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“About sailor^!*' 

“H ow do yoo know?’' 

“1 iustdo> 

“Go!!y, what a ship!" 

Tliey were all in a hurry to jjet a closer look at it. 

Workers were buildioj^ a tall hoiise near the river. They had 
a good view of ilte new ship- 

"Look,” one of ihem said. “Someone has built a real small- 
scale sailing ship for the children. Good for himi 

The ship lowered its anchor. Its sails were furled. The brass 
cannons gleamed in the son, 'rhe name of the ship was done in 
gold letters on the stern. It was 

"■BBUMMY” 

The moment the rowboat tied up at the pier the boys hopped 
oot like so many frogs and ran to where the wonderful ship was 
moored. 

But Brummy was not one of them. 

The retired seaman with the grey moustaches stood up in 
the rowboat. He watched the boys scampering away, shrugged, 
and bung a small sign on the mast. It read^ 

CLOSED TOD.W 

“Humph! You’d think they'd never seen a ship before/' the 
old sailor mutirbled as he climbed ashore. We vc seen stranger. 
ships than thatl We've spit into bigger waves than these!” 

“You haven’t seen, a fcioy named Brutumy by any chance, 
have you?” Pencil asked. 

“What ship is Brotnmy serving on?" the sailor asked in a 
deep voice. 
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“■W * 

"Ht* not a sailor, a YounjfTeflinkian." 

"A Young Technician, you Wclh iliai makes everything 
as clear as mud. I see two ihousanfl Yoitng Tcduilcians every 
dayK and. every third one is named Bnimmy, If I'm n«t mistaken.''' 
'What?" 

"I w^as just joking. If yon want to find your Brnmmyj go to 
Spring Street lom'orroK^ There’s going to he a Young Techni¬ 
cians' parade at noun. You'll Hnd out what ifs all ahKuit when 
you get there. If Bruintny's a Young Te^:hT!ician, lie'll tje sure 
to be there." 

“Thitnk you," the friendsf said and sighed. “But we don't 
know' how to get to Spring Street" 

"I can sec you're from out of town. Listen carefulEy, and TJI 
explain. But let's have a bite to eat first if you don’t mind. I’m 
awfully hungry'.'' 

The sailor took them to a small outdoor cafe on the river bank. 
There w'as hig canvas awning over it. 

Peoidc were hurrying along the emijankment. eager to get 
a glimpse of ihc new ship. Boys were hanging over the stone rail- 
ingSf A llim-sy gangway connected the Jihii^ and the bank. Only 
an cKperlenccd sailor could have crossed such a shaky bridge. 

There w'cre no experienced saiEors among the boys. 

CHAPTER 3U 

In which the ttoo ponies reappear 

The two ponicN w'erc still waiting outside the /ino. 

'I hey were swi.shing their hruwn tails .sadly as they watched 
the curious passers by. The ponies w'Cfc siicnt. But the passers- 
by weren't. 



^‘WhciJic [Hsiiies are a militiaman ajskcd- 

■'Thcy must be wild," someone satd^ 

A rosy-checked man in glasses came running out, "‘Where 
arc theyi' Lei me through, please! Where arc the ponies? I'm 
the director of the Zw,’" 

^‘That^s a nice how^ d you do! Your beasts arc runninif wild 
in the streets!" 

"'Jliese arenY beasts, they're [Hinies. Ah, whal lovely speci¬ 
mens] They’re a very rare breed. The rarest breed, in fact. Poor 
little things! You mui^t be Imngry!" 

“ItY disgraceful]'^ 5Dme<jnc else said, “‘A line director he is, 
if his animals are hungry]” 

"The papers should know about this! I’ll write a letter to the 
editor]” another man said and offered one of the ponies a loaf 
of while bread- 

Another man hung a String net full of bread and buna around 
the other pony's neck, just |ikc a feed bag. 

'M'm taking these tfOnies!’' the director said sternly. "“Anyone 
who wants to sec them can come to the Zoo. They’ll be at the 
pony ride for lots," 

The robbers, who were still stuck inside the .'ituify shop win¬ 
dow, saw the ponies being led into the Zoo. 

'"They’re nthblng us!'’ the pirate yelled, "Those are our 
horses! Our own personal horses!” 

But no one heard him. 

No one except Inkblot was paying any attention to them now* 
Inkblot sal outside the window* yapping at passers-by from time 
to time, 

Something roared outside die door of lire shop-window. Then 
the lock clicked, the door opened, and the cleaning wfoman 
entered. She was carrytng a vacuum cleaner. 
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"Gotnincssf tJow did yon ever ^ct in here? What a mess 
youVcinadeof everything! Wait till [ caJJ the managerr' 

*‘U was an accident!” the robber? whined. ^'We’ll he good!'’ 

"Shame on youj girl! You’re too big to act like that," the 
woman said lo the Spy in the doll's clothing. 

"Waahh!’' Keyhole wailed. 

“Stop bawling! 1 can't stand to hear children crying. Hi let 
you go this time, hot don't ever let me catch you here again! 
Your mother is probably lA'orried about you." 

Tlie robliers dashed out of the toy shop. Inkblot barked hap¬ 
pily. Hicn the spy stuck his tongue out at the cleaning lady 
and they ran off. 

Inkblot led the robbers to Serene Embankment, hot on the 
trail of Pencil and Screwbolt 

CHAPTER 31 

In lohich euerponc loowt? to be Captain 

"There's a ship!'’ the pirate yelled when he saw the "Brum¬ 
my', "A real ship! Whose is it? lioaid it, men! Follow me!" 
And ycL for some reason o^r other, he didn't budge. 

Tirere was such a crowd, so many boys were pressing for¬ 
ward! 

The faithful Inkblot was-leading them on. Keyhole, dressed 
in the doll's clothes, was holding the leash. “It's clear as day.” 
the spy said. “That brat Pencil drew the ship. There's no one 
aboard it now. Hnwcan we board It?” 

"Look, there's the captain!” the hoy.s .^ihouted at the sight of 
the pirate in his striped jersey. 
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"'YcSk I'm the captain[ Fm tkt captain of this ship! Make 
way] Fm the captainF’ 

The robbers crossed the ganj^plank^ 

“Hooray!’' the pirate yelled. "Fve (jot a ship at last] Caratnba! 
Viral Hotirayl” Keyhole cooldn^t understand half the words he 
was shouting. But that's what pirates do. What sort of pirates 
are they if they don't krtow foreign words? 

“Heim to starboard!” the pirate shouted. '^Carambal Viral'* 

“Helm to starboard!" the boys on the embankment shouted. 

“Ho(jry.y!*' the pirate bellowed. 

"Hooray!" the boys shouted. ‘'Full steam ahead.” 

“Who’s in command hete?” the pirate suddenly said, coming 
to his senses. He looked dawn at the boys and yelled. Break it 
upl Go on! There's nothing to look at here!” 

The grown-ups went their various ways, while the boys were 
dragged off by their mothers and fathers who had come looking 
for iheiTi. 

“Tficy’ve get a girl on board! Wby don’t they take us?” the 
boys complained, pointixrg at the spy in disguise. 

When the crowd was gone, the robbers raised the Jolly Roger, 
All robl>er 5 like this black Hag with a skull and cross-bones. 
Inkblot liked the bones best of all. 

CHAPTER 32 

Jft which Keyhole fcgloiu.'; the trail 

The robbers went down to the cabin for a council of war, 

“We can't set Sail till wetiab that brat Pencil!” 

“1 won't go anywheres until I unscrew that scarecrow Screw- 
bolt's head!” 




*‘We'llcaich thtmt’* 

“We’ll unscrew them I" 

This is what they were talking about. 

“Listen, Keyhole ” the pirate said. “You’re a famous spy. 
You track them down! And you, Inltblot, smell them, outl And 
I'll nab theml Til nub them and rob everyone’^' 

The robbers and their dog left the ship. 

Inkblot ran on ahead, sniffing at the pavement, lie .stopped 
near a trash tan and began circling round it. 

“Aha!" said the spy. “That means they were standing bere. 

He took a magnifying glass from his pocket and examined 
the sidewalk, “’l^hey were talkitig to scjmeoncl I can see someone s 
huge fnotpiints? The footprints are wet. And there s wmc 
ci garettc ash herel'’ 

He looked into ilic trash can. Tlien he turned it over, A single 
cigarette butt rolled out. Keyhole snatched it and trained his 
magnifying glass on it. 

“The big shoes were smoking ‘Sailor s Blend . 

“Do you mean to say a real seaman w^as here?"' 

"Follow md" 

Inkblot was straining at his leash. 

Tliey headed towards the outdoor cafe on the river l>ank. 
There was a big canvaj; a%vning over it and white tables inside. 
They could hear soft nrusk. A wonderful smell of fried sau¬ 
sages wafted out from undei the awning and spread over the 
eoihankment. 

The cafe was empty. The robbers smacked their lips, looked 
back over their shoulders and entered. Inkblot puUcd them to¬ 
wards a far comer and circled round an empty table. 
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"They were catErtg here^' 

"What did they order?" the hiinfry pirate asked and licked 
his chops. 

Keyhole crawled under the lahle, hut he couldn't find any 
traces of food on the floor. 

However, the pirate's mind wm not on Pencil and Screwbolt 
now. Captain Gmgle was staring greedily at another tablc- 
Tiierc was a plate of bread on it and several pots. They con¬ 
tained hot meatballs, chicken legs, baked potatoes and soup. 
There was also a pitcher of rtanberry juice, A linen runner had 
the following notice embroidered on it; 

GOOD day: 

Yleiisc feel quite at h*iue. 

Help youTself lo ftnything you lihc. 

Leave the KOonEj for your dinner 
in the blue bOK hy the dooj. 

Please pul your dishes m the dishwadher. 

Have a pleasant meal. 

riic robbers fell upon the fiKid, They gobbled up everything 
in sight, tossing thkkcn bones and crusts under the table and 
tipping over the cranberry juice. Then they wiped their greasy 
hands on the lablcclotli. Keyhole stuck his longue out at the blue 
bolt as they left. 

They ran away as fasl as they could, looking back to see if 
anyone was chasing them. Inkblot, who fell quite stuffed, was 
pulling them onwards along ihe trail. 

^‘Bow-wowl’^ said Inkblot, which meant; "Follow me, men! 
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CHAPTER 33 

In jcffikh the join a group of Young, Ociobrkii 

InMikit led the robbers to a Metro station that looked just like 
a palace of glass. 

. '‘ITicy’vc tricked ua! Those brats have gone imdeiground!" 
Keyhole said. 

The robbers couldn't get into the Metro, because they hsd no 
tickets. 

"■Corses!" Captain Gurgle was ready to shoot someone. Any¬ 
one. Thai's how mad he was! 

'ITic people passing through were talking and laughing and 
no one was at all afraid of llic pirate. When no one is afraid of 
a robber he begins to be afraid of everyone. 

A group of sinall children with red stars on ibeir .diirts was 
coming toward? the Metro. They were Young Octobrists. Their 
teacher was with them. The children were singing: 

We (irfi happy all day hngf 

0/iCf 

Young Oe.iobrisis, join our song! 

One, twof 

The grown-ups around them looked at the children and 
Smiled. Aren’t they fine?” they said. 

Keyhole the spy winked at the pirate and nodded towards 
the children. The robbers fell In step. Captain Gurgle tied the 
white scarf around his beard and bellowed in his pirate's voice; 

We are happy ever^ry day! 

Ilo-hitjnf 
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Keyhole the spy squawked; 

Sing atong all day long! 

The robbers thought they looked just like Young Octobrists 
now ai\d the teacher would never notice them. She would take 
them into the Metro with the grow p- 

But she turned and saw the pirate. 

^'Who are you?” she asked. 

Peter.” 

"^VTiat's wrong With your voice?” 

“My throat hurts.” 

''He’s had too much ice-cream,” Keyhole added. 

my goodness 1” the teacher cjtdaimed. ''The child has 
a sore throat! He's 

' Where's the sick child?” the people in the crowd asked 

anxiously. 

”A child is illt” 

‘'Someone call an ambulance 

"'Dear mel Poor buy!” 

Before the robbers had a chance to realise what was liappen^ 
ing, they heard a *iren wailing. A white ambulance with red 
crosses on the doors pulled up at the curb. Two men in white 
smocks put the pirate on a stretcher and carried him towards 
the ambulance. 

Captain Gurgle kicked and yelled, ”1 m not sick! T don t want 
to go to the hospital! J'm a robber! I’m a pirate! Keyhole, to the 
rescue!” 

"Poor child,” the people said ^‘He's deUrtqus. He must be 
terribly ill/' 

The doors slammed shut. The pirate was on his way to the 
hospital. 
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Do you think Keyhole was up^? Not a bit! He was giggling, 
with joy. “Serves you right. Red Beard’ I hope they give you 
castor oil! I’ll manage without you. Tte-hee! Everything will 
be mine nowJ ^Fhc ship and Pencil! All minei Tcc-hcer’ 

The children entered the Metro, accompanied by a strange 
giggling girl in a red hat. 

CHAPTER 34 

Tfl ib’htch loe again come upon the pigeons 

Inkblot ran after the ambulance as it sped down the street. 
The driver was taking the shortest route. The sick boy was kick¬ 
ing and screaming in a hoarse voice, don^t want to go to the 
hospital! Tni a robber!'* 

The scarf that w-as tied round hU chin slipped off. The doctor 
was amazed to see a bristly red beard appear, 

“It's a beard," he said and turned pale- “The boy has grown 
a beard- It must be a stratjge new disease. Step on itV he said 
to the driver. 

No sooner bad he spoken than the ambulance came to a stop. 
“Hurry!" the doctor said. “What's the matter?” 

“It’s those pigeon.s, They've taken up the road ag^iin..'" 

"Don’t you have your waver?'" 

"1 forgot iL" 

The doctor got out and started weaving his arms and shout¬ 
ings “’Wliooshl Whoosh r' 

'Fhe pirate shot out of the open door like a rocket. 'Hie doctor 
didn’t even have a chance to see which way the bearded boy 
w^ent. The pigeons wcnc strutting around under the wheels, pay¬ 
ing no attention to the unhappy doctor and the upset driver. 
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CHAPTER 

Jjt irhtcfe ths chase bc^firts 

II was iiighi-tirac in the city, hut it was still as bright as day 
in the Metro, though the crowds were gone now. 

Finally, the last train utarted out on its route. peOE>le 

were do?.ing in an almost empty car^ A very small person was 
sound asleep in another. He had pulled the collar of his rain¬ 
coat up around his cars. All that could be seen of him was his 
long pale nose that was making suspicious snoring sounds like: 
“ Whcecc-zoow I Wia eecc -20000 T' 

The train was in a hurry. It stopped at the last ol the sta¬ 
tions and a voice over the loudspeaker in the car announced: 
^'Ihis is the last stop. The Metro is closing. Good night.’' 

Pencil and Scrcwbolt left the Iralti and hid under one of the 
benches in the station, llicy were as still as mice. 

The lights were dim now* for the bright lights had been 
turned off. It was as gloomy as a little lane on the outskirts of 
die city. That is why no one noticed then) under the bench. No 
one, that is* cKccpt. . .. But more about that later. 

Cleaning women in blue smocks^ arrived. They turned on 
the electric sweepers and sprihklcrs and began w^ashing the 
floors and dusting the walls. Afterwards they took the esca¬ 
lator up. 

Now there was no one on the cscalaiorr The electrician on 
duty turned off the current and it stopped. Then he locked the 
station and went home. 

The night lights were on in the underground station. 

“Now!’' said Scrcwbolt, helping Pencil up from under the 
bench. 

“Ooh* how dark it ia.^' 
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“Mow dark it is/' someunc said. 

''Who’s that?" the Pencil shuddered- 

" Who's that?" someone teased. 

"Don't l>e st^ared. It's only your cchot" Screwbolt said, 

"Echo, echo/' the echo repeated, 

“it'ssearey,” Pencil whispered. 

"Dijn’t pay any attenSion. Come on, let's start." 

The little artist stuck his hand into his [xieket. He was look¬ 
ing for his coloured pencils. 

"It’s taken me a long time but I've got you now!" It wns 
Keyhole, He had been hiding under the next hencli wliile the 
cleaning women had been w^ashing the station, 

"Hands upr' he sh<mied and polled out a big pistol. 

"Come on, run. for itl" Scrcvrboll said, grabbing Pencil's hand. 

"Stop or ril shoot!” Keyhole chattered. 

BANG] 

The bullet hit one of the night lights, smashing it to bits. Now 
it was very dark in the station. 

"Run! Hurry!” Strcwbolt shouted. 

1’hcy jumped dowm onto the nails and ran into the hlack 
tunnel. During the <lay the blue trains had come speeding out 
of it. Now there vt^ere no trains. 

"Where arc you going, boys? Stop] 1 was only joking! Hee- 
hce! Stop! Tlie captain .sends his regards. Where are you? 1 
was only joking!" Keyhole shouted, listening to the running 
feet, hie took a step to the side and toppled off the platform. 
"Curses!” 

"tJrsesl” the echo repealed loudly. 

Keyhole jumped up and waved his pistol. 

"Hurry, Pencil, hurry!" Screwholt shouted. 
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The dim lights gave off a dim Somewhere Ijehind them 
they eould hear Keyhole pounding after litem, yelling, “You 
won’t get awayf' 

The night in the Metro is very short. It took them just that 
long to reach the next station. 

Now it was early morning outside. Another electrician walked 
up to the locked Metro door and took out a key, Screwbolt and 
Pencil were running up the escalator, which had also been 
turned off. Keyhole was close behind, trying to grab one of them 
by the foot. 

“Stop!" he panted. “Stop, do you hear! The station's locked 
anyway! You can't escape! Stopl Tin all otU of breath!" And 
the spy sat down on tlic top step to catch his breath. 

Pencil and Screwbolt stood next to him glumly. Indeed, there 
w^as no escape. 

“This is awful," Pencil said to htuisclf. 

^'Tcc-hcel Hee-hee!'' Keyhole giggled. ''I’m all in. Stt down 
and chat a while. If you only knew how sorry I am for you fools! 
I’ll unscrew every Spring in you, you tin can!" he said and took 
a serew^-driver from his pocket. He waved it in Screwholt’s face. 
It was the screwdriver he had stolen from the plumber that day 
Screw-bolt had invented the w-aver?. 

Suddenly all the lights went on in the station. The electrician 
had turned them on. And then the escalator, with Keyhole sit¬ 
ting on the top step, began moving downwards, 

“Stop!’' Keyhole squawked. “Help! Stop iti Help!'’ 

But the escalator was carrying him quickly down, taking him 
farther and farther away from the two tired friends. 
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CHAPTER 37 

!n TO^iich a rooster becomes ntt otlcrm clock 

A bright new day had beffuii in the city- Hit tired friends 
walked out into the street- 

^'How aJee-cepy I am!" Pencil said and yawned. ‘'Let a go 
home, Screwbolt-^' 

^'WaiL Look where we arc!’^ 

The street was decked with coloured flags- There was a huge 
poster outside the Metro station. Tt rtad: 

childrIlNE too a ye 

THE YOUNG TEtTINICIANS’ I’ESTIVAL 
Evorywic wclconw, Theit will l»e 8 clly-wido 
cBmpaign ta rollrel SCRAP iMl^rAL. Pri/fis will be 
awardod after the parade. 

PARADE 

sIbtIs b 1 Spring Street at norm 
GA.MES> HLMS. FUN TOR ALL1 

"Pencil! This is w^herc we']] find Brummy! Lct^s wait here!" 
'"All right, only let’s sit down, 'cause Tin so tl-ired." 

"Lct^s. I'm not made of iron, you know.” 

They did not want to sit on the sidewalk, so they w'andered 
into a little square that had a nice lawn and lay dowti on the 
soft grass. 

The Summer breeze hent the grass. It tickled their faces. Some 
birds were chirping softly on a tree nearby. 

think I’m faa-aalling aslcc-ecp," Pencil sighed. 

^'Mc tOQ-OO." 

“What if we don’t wake up in time for the parade?” 

■'Ohl” 
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Could you draw an alarm clock? Wc'll wiiid it up and set 
U for noon,” 

“[ don't know what an alarm dock looks like/* 

^Tkien draw US a rooster/^ 

“A rcj<Kier? That's funny,” Pencil said and chuckled. He was 

speaking with his eyes closed. 

“Please don't fall asleep now! Draw us a rooster hrat!" 

*^Yoli must be joking. W!jat for? 

"They always crow at the same time. People used to tell time 
by them before. Draw OTie. He'll crow at noon, and wake us 
up.” 

A minute later they were both fast asleep. A very proud 
and tiiie^looking rooster named Aiarm Clock was strultUi^ 
around the square, pecking at bugs. His fine tat] gleamed in the 
5un. 

CHAPTER 38 

In tohich Pencil and Screiubolt are taken prisoner 

Keyhole was as mad as a hornet when he finally left the Metro. 
*Thosc miserable brats!” he muttered, polling his magnifying 
glass from his pocket, "WhercM they go?” 

He CKamined the sidewalk hut could find no trace of them. 
Since the people out in the street at that early hour slopped to 
watch him. he put away his magnifying glass. 

Trucks with the words ^SWEETS, CHOCOLATES, ICE¬ 
CREAM'' painted on their sides were rolling down the street. 

They were taking these goodies and forly^iwo thousand other 
delicious things to the festival. Keyhole's nose twitched a5 it fol¬ 
lowed the trucks. His eyes glittered greedily. 





^'Cok:v-co!^^ came a striinge sound rroin a am a! I square nearby. 
Keyhole was curious to see what St wasi. He tip-toed over 
and nearly shouted with joy, but stuffed his hat into his mouth 

jlist In time, ^ 

"Tcc-hee! ’ he whispered, spittinj? out his hat. "So that s where 

you are) IIa«ied “P <>» Well. V”'* f<»‘ 

me tills time. Sleep tight, boys. Bye-bye, babies. I’ll wake you 
up toniglit. Tee-hce! But I'll giee you a good «are. you .too 
Jarecrow, before 1 unscrew every screw in you. As tor you, y 
paiot-smearer, I'll take you off in my ship. Sleep tight. 
"Co-cO'Col" the rcwistcr said angrily. 

'"Shush, you foul fowl!” 

"Y^ II wake them upl I’U take care of you!” Kp-hole hissed^ 
“Come here. Here, chlck-chick-cbick!" He rnooW h.s lin^r at 
(be rooster. The proud TMSIer didn’t even look , 

the robber pretended he was seattermg crumbs on the ground. 

"Here, chicky-chiclfi!"' 

“tkj-co?” the rooster &ald doubtfully. 

"Nice chicky-chickl^^ the robber crooned, putting on a sticiry 

The silly rooster came up to him and said, Ui-cx - 

■ke spy pounced nn hin. like a foa. And that was the end of 

Alarm Dock the rooster. „:r!ii 

Drnms rolled and bugles blew. Groups of boys ““d prh 
poured out into the streets and lell in line. They were followed 
by trucks decked with banners that read: 

SCltAP METAL 

The campaign was under way. 
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People opened their windows. Old women called from their 
bakofiies, 'Come up to my house, children! I have an old lea 
kettle for youl’^ 

“Hmphl WbaPs a tea kettle? 1 have a samovarP' another old 
woman called. ^'Here, children. I'll lower it to you on a rope." 

'-Come to our house! Don't forj^et us1‘^ people were calling 
from all side.s. Many began carrying out whatever serap a octal 
they had. Xhc children piled the old pots and pans into trucks. 
There were bicycle wheelSr kettles and many otlier objects. 

Screw'bolt and Pencil slept oti blisskdly through all the noise 
and racket. 

Meanwhile, Keyhole had made a bonlire and had roasted the 
rooster* He wa^s now gnawing the bones, growling la?-ily like 
a dog that has eaten too much. “Yom-yum! I’ll make tbat Palnt- 
bruib draw me chickens every day. The cooking's a bother, 
though, 1 know! He^ll draw me roast chickens. Tce-hee!’' 

The clock on the town square struck twelve. A brass band 
began to play, Tlie Young Technicians were marching down 
Spring Street. 

Brummy was marching with them. The children were carrying 
model planes, spaceships, sputniks, ships, cars, harvesters and all 
sorts of model machines. Propellers spun, sputniks beeped as 
they circled overhead, and spaerahips tried to shoot into the sky. 

The people who lined the street shouted “Hooray! and to.ssed 
bowers at the marchers. Everyone noticed the poster little 
Bnimruy was carrying. It readi 

WF, KNOW IT’S NOT 
A SNAP, 

BITT WE’LL COLLECT' 

THE SCHAT! 
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Neil her Scrcwbolt nor Pencil woke xjp ta sec Brummy paaa- 
tngf by. 

“Go 10 sleep. Bye-bye, babies ” the nfbbcr crooned. 
Meanwhile hundreds of coloured baloous and fkicks of pigeons 
took to the air. The winners, three happy ffirls and three happy 
boys, climbed to the grandstand. Each was given a bicycle or a 

camera. 

“Hoorayl Hoorayt" everyone shouted, 

Scrcwbolt woke up. Pie opened one eye and quickly slmt it 
again when he caught sight of the spy. ’’What a terrible dream 

Pm havlngl" hosaid. ^ 

“It's no dream,” said t'cucil, who had just, aw'okcn. Wc VC 

been taken prisoncrl" 

* Take it ca^sy " the robber said os he pulled 3 pistol out of his 
pocket. “You'U come wnth me as soon as it gets Hark. 

Where s Brummy?” Pencil asked. “He’ll be lost without us. 

He*so small.” 


CHAPTER 30 

In tijhfch the ptrote helps Pcjuril and Scrawholt 

Somehow^ festivals always end quickly. 

Smui it was evening. The people were singing and dancing 
in thestreetst they w'ere buying kc-rream, sweets and chocolates. 

Two sad friends and one happy robber were walking slowly 
down a dcscrteii street. '^1 might not unscrew you after ail/' the 
rob^r taunted. ”111 loss you in the river instead! You^re iron 
and that meai^s you hate water,” 
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Rill ScrcHvbolt was lew proatj [fa iinsw^’er hiiti, He was trying 
tu think ui' a lo nave Pencil. The robber liad fai^t huge paJiiol 
at ihcir hack,4. Wha'E ettuld Screwholt do? 

“Come on, shake a legT' Kcyhnlc said. “There’s mv wnnder- 
fiil ship!" 

They had aeached iht ftpjt w'hcre the “Brummy” Vi^as moored, 
Snmft'me was Rtnntng towards thenn. 

It XVas Captain Gurgle[ 

“We’re done fori" Penal whispered. “FarcwTll, Screwbolt!” 

But why was Keyhole sn frightened? 

“You (raiturl" Captarn Gurgle roared as he ran up to them. 

“Stop or Pll shootl” Keyhole shattered and aimed his pistol 
at the pirate. Bn I his hand was shaking so badly It made the 
pistol bob up and down. 

Tfie pirate pt.ujn<?ed on him like a tiger. Keyhole squeaked 
loudly, and the two oJ them rolled off, pummelling cat^h other. 

‘Help! Murder!" Keyhole babbled. “Mammal ' 

“Yon snafcc-in-thc-gras.s!” the pirate growled and punched 
his friend In the nose. 

“1 was only fooling! I won't any moreP’ Keyhole yelled. 

“Well, I’nj paying you for your fun, joker!" Captain Gurgle 
replied, punching his friend in the car. 

*^1 was tracking down Pencil! 1 caught him! I’m really good! 
I'm the most honest. . .." 

The pirate wa.i; just about to pull a iiandfut of hair rR.>m the 
spy's head. Now he stopped and said, “Why didn't you say so? 
Where is he?" 

“How do J know? They've run away! Ouch! Help!'’ 

^‘Follow them] Follow me! Inkblot, yon doggy mutt, lead 
the way!” 

Keyhole scaanpered after them, blowing his nose loudly. 
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CHAPTER M 

saddest t}f olL 

Pencil and Scrcwl>olt hid tmder Rainbow Bridge, Inkblot was 
hot on their traih 

■ Quick, draw a cat!*’ Scrcwbolt whispered. 

With a shaking hand Pencil drew a mean, straggly tomcat, 

“Meow!" the cat yowled, at>:hing its back at the sight of Ink¬ 
blot. 

Tins was too much for Jnkblol. He dashed after the cat, bark¬ 
ing wildly. Ilic cat darted down a lane. The dog and ihe robbers 
followed, 

Meanwhile, Screwbolt and Pencil were running down Screw 
Embankment. 

“Bow-wow!*’ they beard the dog barking fai't far away. 

"Plurry, Pencil, hurryl" 

I-lowrv'cr, the robbers saw they were following a cat and 
tunaed back. 

The two friends knocked and rang at every door, but no one 
let them in. Everyone had gone to the festival on Spring Street. 

A watering truck passed them. It watered the road, die side^ 
walks, the trees and the hushes. 

Pencil and Screwbolt ran up to the driver, waving their arms 
and shouting, '*Wait! Give us a lift! Robbers arc after us!” 

But the driver couldn’t hear them. He said to himselh “Boys 
will be boys! Tliey always want to get a shower.*’ He continued 
on his way, while Pencil and Screwbolt both got thoroughly 
soaked. 

"Bow-wow-wowt” The robbers were getting very close. 

“Whatl I'll draw a towel, so you can dry younself. We don't 
w^ant you to gel nisly,” said Pencil. 
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"Thcrc^s no time to stop! Hurry 1 Run!" 

Soon Pencil noticed that Scrcwbolt ^vas dropping behind. 

“You Jook terriblcj Scrcwbolt. Don't you feel weM?" 

"I'm getting rusty/' the iron man tboiught sadly. '^I can't run 
very fast any more." But what he said out loud wa3^ ^'1 have got 
an Idea! i'll stay back and fight them!’' 

"But you're sick!" 

"No^ ['m notl Run! Huiryt They're really after yc^u^ not me. 
They need you. I'll stay back and fight them. They’ll be sorry! ' 
He hopped around like a boxer who was shadow-boxing. He was 
doing this 50 well that Pencil believed him. 

"All right! I'll run to get the militiaman!" 

He shook his friend’s hand and was olTr 

"Ho-ho! We've got you now!" the pirate shouted. "And 
where's your friend. Pencil?’' 

“You’ll never see him again!" 

"Don^t talk backl'^ 

"Come closerj yon bearded broom, and you'll have a bald 
beard!" 

"Wha-atr' Captain Gurgle turned purple from rage. 

"Hit him!” Keyhole panted. "If you donl tell us where Pen¬ 
cil }s, Tll shoot you dead> Screwboltl” 

But the little iron man jingled his springs and laughed in 

their faces. 

Then Keyhole aimed his pj-stol at Scrcwliolt and fired. The 
bullet hit him in the chest. It clanged and dropped to the 
ground. 

"Ha-hat I'm bullet-proof!" Scrcwbolt said and bounced up 
and down on his springy legs, butting Keyhole with his iron 
head. Keyhole was out cold, 
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“Our aiders winningScncwboll ahauted and punched tht 
pirate. 

Captain Gurgle howled^ But Screwlwlt was wounded, and he 
was rustinif quickly. Hia strength was failing. He toppled over. 
Inkblot Snapped at his foot^ 

The bearded pirate pounced on him. 

“Hit Serewljolt!" Keyhole squealed from where he lay on the 
road. "Hit him! He’s nearly done for!" 

Screwlxdt sprang up and crashed into the pirate, who bit Itis 
tongue and collapsed in a heap on top of Keyhole. 

Keyhole squeaked from under hitn. 

“Our side’s winningf” Screwbolt said very softly. He was 
having trouble moving his arms and legs. 

Tlie sly spy Keyhole pulled the magnet he had stolen from 
his pocket and held it close to Screwbolt The iron man lost 
consciousness.. 1 Ic was stuck fast to the magnet. 

"Tee-hee," said Keyhole. “We’ve won.’’ 

"WeVe won," Captain Gurgle moatied. "Let’s tie him up.” 

Tlie robbers bound poor Screwbolt hand and foot 

“ri! unscrew you down to tlie last screw at last!” Keyhole 
took his stolen scrcw-drivcr frttm his pocket. He Iteld it by the 
handle. Then he held it by the blade. Then he sniffed it Neither 
he. nor the pirate kitew bow to use a screw-driver. In the end 
Keyhole tossed it away. It clanged and disappeared. 

“There’s a hole there!” the pirate said. "Right in the pave¬ 
ment. And there’s a grate on top of it.” 

Indeed- it was a grate over a drain leading to the sewer, (he 
kind you see in every street, lliat's where tlie rain water goes 
after the rain. 

The spy's eyes glittered. “We'll toss Screwbolt down the 
drain! There's a lot of water there, tee■hee^ and it all goes into 
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the rivcrl He’ll go into the river and hell: never hit us againE" 

“I don't kno^v where he's goings” aaid Captain Gurgle^ “but 
his friend Pencirs going to be mighty sorry he came back!” 

Pencil was running towards them. He had heard the shot and 
was coming to his friend's rescue. 

“E>onl touct Screwbolti Sparc his life!^' 

The robbers were dragging Screwbolt^s limp body towards the 
grate. 

Pencil rushed at the armed robbers, he shouted and kicked^ 
and fought. But they soon had him tied up. They stuffed him 
into a sack and then dropped Scrcwboll downi through the grate. 

All they could hear was the sound of running water below. 

Was that the end of the two friends? Scrcwbolt was drowned, 
and Pencil had been kidnapped. If it was^ we must say, 

T H F. F: D 

CHAPTER 41 

In uJhich Venya Kashfci.n collects sicrap meiol 

1 wasn't going to go on with the story, but just then Venya 
Ka^hkin appeared. He was feeling nasty. He bad not been invited 
to join (he parade, even though be had collected scrap metal. 
Firsts be had taken In a tin trash can from the street. But they 
had said that wasn't scrap but a very useful thing, since it helped 
keep the street.'5 dean. 

Venya hadn't stayed to hear all of it. He had spat into the can 
disgustedly, set it down in the middle of the square and gone off 
in a huff to w^atch TV at home. 

When he turned on the set he saw a live broadcast from the 
festival he hadn't been Invited to. 
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Venya watched the chUdren enjoying themselves and said, 
"So what? Who wants to go around collecting junh? 1 have bet¬ 
ter things to dor" 

Meanwhile* the TV cameras wete trained on the square. Peo¬ 
ple were singing and dancing, and throwing their Ice-cream 
wrappers into the trash can Venya had set iliere. 

He switched off the set He was bored. After a while he de¬ 
cided to go out As he was passing Serene Embankment he 
thought he saw two little men carrying a sack. They turned the 
comer. 

Venya was whistling and looking underfoot. You won t see 
anything on a freshly washed sidewalk except a sewer grate if 
no one has lost anything. 

As he was passing the grate he looked down. Something glit¬ 
tered. He stuck his hand through the grate and pulled up Screw- 
bolt and the magnet. 

This sounds too good to be true. Was it really Screwbolt? Yes* 
it was! The little iron man had not fallen into the water, llie 
magnet bad stuck to the iron grate, and ScrcwtHjU was stuck to 
the magnet. Tire waiter rushed by below, but ScrewboU neither 
heard it nor saw it, 

"It’s irotil It’s scrap ironl" Venya Kasbkin said happily. "1 
fmmd it myselfl They'll give me a bicycle for it. And a camera, 
tool All the kids will die of envy." 

And he was off, whh the little iron man in tow. 

Venya took his Itnd to the Young Technklans' headquarters, 

“Good for you]' they said. 'Tt’s a strange rusty object, huL the 
metal's very gi>od. We'll iictid it to the furnace to be melted 
down. Theri something else can be made from it. Maybe a toy 
electric car. Would you like some ice-crcam'^" 

"Where arc the cameras?" 
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“There aren^t any left/’ 

"A] 3 right, give me a bicycle then. HI come back for my 
camera tomorrow." 

"WeVe given the bicycles away as priies to the winners. The 
scrap you've brought weighs one kilogram. The winner brought 
in twenty-one kilograms." 

Venya stalked out of the building. He spotted a trash can in 
tlie square. The very saine one he had wanted to hand in as 
scrap metal. 

"Til show you!" be said and kicked it so hard that all the ice¬ 
cream wrapjjers and pa|ier cups rolled out of it, Sul no one no¬ 
ticed, for everyone was too busy having a go<xi time. 

Venya ran after the can, kicking it along towards Serene 
Embankment. ail your fauUt" he muttered. “Fll make holes 
in you and hand you in as scrap. No one will .“(ay you're useful 
then! No, there's no sense handing you in, because there aren't 
any bicy^cles left. I know, I'll kick you into ihe river! Just for 
fun." 

The trash can clattered loudly as he kicked it along the qtuet 
streets towards the river- 

CHAPTER 42 

hi whkfi Vejiya Kmhkm becomes a piraf.e 

On board the ship the pirate untied the sack and shook Pencil 
out of it- 

"E>ear little Pencil," Keyhole said in a diagustuigly sweet 
voice, “ptcase do us a bsg favour and draw us some pastry. 

“A barrel of wine!'’ the pirate demanded. He was a great 
drinker, just like any pirate in a book. “My throat's dry. Draw 
me some wine!" 
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‘I won’t draw yoii any tiling,"” Pencil said in a Firni 

"You’ve tnurdcrcd Screwliolt, and I'd die before i ever drew 
anything for ytiu!” 

^^That's what you think!’' the pirate bellowcdL “I ]J soi>n make 
you do as T my. if you don't want me to hit you, start drawing]” 

But the little artist did not reply. He waa looking out the port¬ 
hole sadly, gazing at the dark water which the brave Screw- 
bo it had feared m. No matter how the robbers shouted and 
threatened. Pencil did not say another word. 

■Tie him up! Ijjck him mj>! We won’t even give him bread 
and water!” 

“What about us?” 

'*Don"t worry. We’ll shoot a couple of du^en pigeons and 
roast them. My ship is leaving this miserable town tomorrow, 
WTicn we're on the high .seas this stupid artist will do as 1 iay! 
I'm the master of this ship! When I say "Unfurl the sails!' to- 
morrow, . - /’ 

"■Who'll unfurl them?" Keyhole asked timidly* 

“Why, die crew, of course!” 

“Thcc-crcw? Which crew? There isn't any crew.” 

“Since I’m the captain, you’ll have lobe the crew.’” 

■’I'm no sailor! I don't know how to unfurl a sail, I’m not 
strong at all," the spy began to whine, 

“Piddle-'iticks! I'll teach you. Indeed, you're not much to lotfk 
at. It”s sorry crew I have. What we need is another able-bodied 
bandit."’ 

There was a loud clattcFsng noise commg from the embank¬ 
ment, The robbers dashed, up on deck. It w'as Venya KashklUt 
kicking the trash can towards the pier where the floating toy 
shop was moored. The can was bouncing and rollings getting out 
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of reacK, but Venyai would always catch up with it and give It 
another hefty kick. 

■*Aim for the goal!” wu$ shouting, as if he were play¬ 

ing soccer. Me was having a grand time making all that noise 
with no one to stop him or to scold, since everyone was at the 
festival. 

'"Why. you're worse than a bandit!*' A whndow^ had opened 
in one of the honses and an old lady had stuck her head out. 
She was shouting at Venya. "'What do you think ynuVe doing? 
Wait till I get my hands on you, you bandit!" 

"There's a bandit!" Keyhole crie^l, "Did you hear what she 
said? That's just the pejsoii we're looking for. He'll be an able- 
bodied seaman. 1 w^uit to !.>e in coniTnand, tool" 

Captain Gurgle thrust out his chin and his chest, 

"Hey.j there! Would you like to come on hoard my ship? I'm 
the captain. Gome over here!" 

'"W'iio. me? You want me to come on board?" Venya said, not 
daring to believe what he had heard- 

"Yes, you! Come on board." 

Venya approached the gangplank as in a dream. Fie was so 
dose to the wonderful sailing ship now. 

"Ahoy!" roared Captain Gurgle, "'^rhere will l>e a five-gun 
salniel" 

It was Just like In films. The cannons roared. W'hite puffs of 
.smoke rose over the masts. The old lady’s window was shut w'ith 
a bang. 

^'Hooray]" Keyhole shouted. 

"Golly!" said Venya Ka.'jhkin. 

The narin>w gangplank was lowered. The waves had driven 
the ship dose to the embankment, Venya leaped aboard. First the 
captain put his arm around Venya as if they were old friends. 
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His bristly beard tickled Venya's neek. Then Keyhole'the spy 
siap|>ed him on the back. 

‘"Ahoy, there, mate!" the pirate said and winked st hiiru 

"How's life been treaiing you? How^s your loot?" 

■"My what? I'm not a thief-" 

"Ho-lio-ho! That’s a good oncl YouVe a bandit. areiVt you? 
What name do you go hy?" 

"My name’s Venya." 

■^1 ’ m Capta in Gurgl e." 

’'You must be very famous. I’%^e seen yon someplace before. 

"I certainly ami Do you w'ant to roam the seas with 
me?’’ 

"Yesr 

"Find I’ll make you a member of my gang. ... 1 mean, you 11 
be one of the crcw\ W'e'H go plundering together] Shooting, 
burning, robbing!” 

"I don't know how to rob," said Venya. 

“Tee-hcc[ What a jokester he is]’’ said Keyhole. "^Haven’t you 
ever taken tsver someone cIsc's ship or sunk one?" 

"Ho-ho-ho! We']] srwjn teach you the ropes! We have a reg¬ 
ular crew now. We’re handits-in-arnrs „ n I mean, comrades-in¬ 
arms now!" 

"I’m no bandit,’' Venya mumbled. He ivas quite confused. "1 
donh want to be a robberf" He had finally got a close look at their 
awful faceS: at ihe curved knife and pistols. Venya ’ivas 
frightened. 

"What do you want?" the pirate demanded. 

"J want to go to sea. like a real sail or." 

"Hear that. Keyhole? He wants to go to sea. And what else 
do you W'ant?" the pirate's voice was very mean. 

“1 want to go home!'’ Venya Kashkin at! but wailed. 
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'That’s treachery!" the piiate snapped. "T>u yon want to de¬ 
sert the ship? Han(f the scoundrel from the riggings!" The caf^ 
tain grabbed a ropc^ but Keyhole whispered in his ear, “Don't 
hang him, Captain. We'lil lose our crew if you do/' 

'Til tell my mamma on you!" Venya bawled- 

■^llo-ho-hu! Ha-ha-hal" the robbers laughed. 

'^Mammaf*' Venya cried. 

He w'anted to get ashore, but the robbers caught him. hound 
him and shoved him into a storeroom where they already had 
Pencil locked up. 

Trucks with the words “SCRAP METAL” painted on their 
sides were coming down the emiiankment. They were heading 
across town to the factory in Steclmakcrsi' Square. 

CHAPTER 43 

In which a steciniakcT oioki nQlh 

You must icnow how cereal or potatoes arc coL»ked- Do you 
know that iron nails tan be cooked so that they become liqtiid? 

Across town at Steelmakers' Square a large factory was work¬ 
ing through the night I’here were huge brick furnaces in the 
factory. The flames in the furnaces were so hot and blinding 
you couldn't even look at them. Scrap metal was melted down in 
the furnaces. It was as hot as the llamcs and as runuy as heavy 
cream. U melted as quickly as ice-cream on a hot stove. 

A steelmaker came up to one of the furnaces. He knew how to 
make the best steel. He looked at the molten tnetal through his 
dark glasses and said, '‘It's coming along nicely.'’ 

Just then soTneone called him to the telephone. "Hello," he 
said. 
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“Will you come over lo the warehouse and see the scrap 
metal the children coJlccted.’’ 

“Yes. ril be over as soon aa my shift ends/' 

When the sun came up and the night shift ended^ the steel¬ 
maker dropped by the warehouse. 

^^This is excellent metal/' he Jiaid. “Good for them! Look! 
What's this funny contraption?” 

“Which?'' the watchman asked. “Oh^ thii? I don't know. It 
looks like a mess of springs and screws. Wellj if they've .sent it 
to nSf it means nobody needs it any more. Anyway^ it’s rusty. 
After you melt it dowai it can be made into sometbitig useful. 
But doesn’t it remind yon of a sort of person? 

"Yes, it docs. I think it's an old toy. Do you mind if I take 
it home? My son Timmy has just become a Young Technician. 
1 think he’ll be able to fix it/’ 

“You're welcome to it. But I'm afraid your son will have 
quite a job trying to fix it" 

“It'll be a good experience for him. He wants to be a real 
technician when he grows up. Thanks a lot. Goodbye!" 

“Crfodbye!” 

The steelmaker took a bus to his stop. He had the little rusty 
man wrapped up in a newspaper under his arm. The steelmaker 
rang the bell of apartment on the sixth floor. A boy named 
TLmmy opened it. Yes, it was our old friend Timmy, whose 
father was a steelmaker. 

“Hello, Daddy/' 

“Hello, son. Tve got a surprise for you. It’s an iron man. Sec 
if you can fix it,” 

“I’]] soak It in kerosene, then Sandpaper it and lighten the 
screws. And I'll paint it.” Then he looked at the iron man and 
cried, “Why, it's Scrcwbolt! 1 know him. Daddy!” 
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^^Screu^bolti' V^^o’s !iie? Oh. I remember! 1 didn't recognise 
hin^ at first, not the way he looks. Something: tei’i'ibie nmst !tavc 
happened to him. Poor fellow. Toli start clean inhim right 
now." 

Timmy soaked Screwboil in kerosene. Then he sanded off ah 
the ro.st until the i™n man began to gleain again. Tlien he took 
a screw-driver and tightened every single screw. Then he whped 
him with a soft doth, got out. a can of enanwl and painted 
him. Serewbolt looked grand. But he didn't move, 

"I really don't know wTal. to do," his father said. 

“I don't think 1 can Ei.'t Timmy said, "You know what? 

ril go to tlie Young Technicians' Honse and ask Brummy Pen- 
dlton to come and have a look at him. He s famous. He can fix 
anything!" 

"No, T think we'd better take Screwboil over there. I'm sure 
there arc a lot of line technicians there. To led you the truth, I 
don't have much faith In that Pencilton fellow/' 


CH APTBR 4t 

ht ttjhtch carpets mave ami iktori apeak 

When Tinuoy and hb father came up to the Young Techni¬ 
cians’ Ffousc they saw that the big entrance door had no knob. 
I low'cvcr, the door opened as soon as they approached. B w'iis an 
automatic door. 3i abosaid, "Welcome! 

A fine woolly t'^irpet was set into motion the moment they 
stepped on it. U was like riding an escalator. The carpet spoke 
in a human voice. It said, ''Which section do you want? It was 
automatic, too. 
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“We don't know yet/' Timmy 'a father said, and the ciirpet 

stopj>ed, 

A large portrait of the famous Brummy Pencil tun was hang' 
ing; in tEie entrance halk Inside a large room a group of children 
were working over a strange-]u<tfing machinCr They were ham- 
meringf tightening screws and drilling holes. 

“We’re makLug antjther automatic cloakroom attendant. It 
will remove your hat and coat and take your overshoes^" one of 
the children explained. 

“WeVe brought a little iron man," Timmy’s father said- 
'^He doesn’t work. Can any of you fix him?" 

'’BrumiTiy Pencilton can!^’ said 'fimmy. 

"That's right! He's the most famous Young*Technician." 

‘‘Would you please call him over?” Tjmmy''5 father said. 

"Oh, we can't call him now. You'll have to wait. Pencilton 
is very busy now. Some people from the Icc-cream plant are 
here to see him. He’s trying out a new flavour called 'Brum- 

1 H 

my . 

“I know it’s probably important, but would you please call 
him anyway? The little iron man has had a terrible shock]" 

The children looked at Scrcwboll. Thqf shook their hcad^t 
fsadiy and then presseri iieverai shiny button.? ejn tbe walL A TV 
Ecrccn lit up. They saw Brummy tasting ice-cream in another 
room. 

"Who Wyants to sec me?’' he said in a rather annoyed voiceu 

“We need your lielp! It's an emergency!'' 

“Can't you see J'm busy?" 

“We’re really sorjy to bother you, but we’re all waiting for 
you to corne and help us.” 

“Well, if that's the case. I'll drop by for a minute," Pencilton 
said In a very pompous voice. 
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He watked in slowly, as a very iniportant pet^on would. 
^' Wbai's the matter?’' 

“Would yon please fix the little Iron man?" 

Brummy glanced at Strewboll, He rushed over to him. '‘SereW” 
bolt!'' he cried. “W'hy aren't you jumping around? ’Who broke 
your 

"As soon as he's fixed he'll tell us who brake him," the children 
said, 

"Bui ... but I can’t fix him. 1 ... don't know how'.'^ Ntllc 
Brummy said and sobbed. Then he Itroke down and wxpt. "I 
don't know bow to dti anything! 1 didn't make the ship. He didl 
Poor Serewboltt" and he witied the (ears that were running down 
his checks. 

“Let’s not waste time/' (he steelmaker said calmly. “Who can 
fix the little iron man?'* 

“W'c can!" the children replied. 

“PM tryP' said Timmy. 

“Fine! Gel your trjols. I think you'd better check his screws 
Hest." 

The children tightened each and every screw again. They 
checked each and every' spring* 

Screvi'kiolt of>ened his eyes. 

''Bnimmy? Timmy? Httw did you get here? Where are the 
robbers? Where's Pencil? ' he cried, jumping to his feel. “They’ll 
kill Pencil! They’re armed. And they've taken over the 
ship!" 

No one knew' what he was talking about. 

“I mean the pirate and the spy Keyhole/' Scrcwbolt 
explained. 

"I see/’ said the sEcdmaker and sighed. “Potrr Serewbolt has 
boeri readiogalKiut spies and pirates." 
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■'Hurry lu Serene Save Pencill’* ScrcwbaJt 

plcndcd. 

*\Save my dnildy Pencil!" little Brnmniy wept. 

"Daddy, help!" Timmy aaid. 

tHAPTER 45 

In whkh mr stfiry mrh 

The "Brummy", satlin^f iintkr the Jolly Rotler, was putting 
out to sea. The prisonerji- were bound hand and foot in a small 
storcriMPfi]. The hairy, bearded cajitain was staudiEi^ on the deck 
In his striped jersey with two big pistols stuck in his belt. 
"'Unfurl the sails!" Captain (.jurgle roai'cd. 

He mu^jt have shmited his commands at least twenty-six times- 
Keyhole, barefoot and angry, was climbing the riggings. He was 
cursing anil Sweating, He h^id been at work on the sails for 
nearly three hours and was now trying to get the last one hjtpse. 
Curious boyS' lined the embauikinent.. The lloatlng toy ^hop 
was moored nearby, but no one was interested in toy boats now* 
A 1 ‘eal sailing ship was getting ready to sailE 
A retired seaman whlh a big moustache was sitting behind 
the counter In the Eloating toy shop, w^atching the goings-on and 
Keyhole at work. He was mumbling to himiielf, "Thai's no W'ay 
to It! YouVe making a mess oJ the job!" 

I’he w^orkers who were building a house on the embankment 
stopped their tower crane and had a break* They wanted to see 
the little ship set sail. 

Finally, the last sail biilowTd out in the w'indl. The ship shud¬ 
dered (Uid began moving slowly away from the bank. 
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“Stop! Stop thcm!’^ n loud voice sJioulcd. 

A taxi had just pulled up at the rtirb. Timmy, hla fatbeir, 
Scicwboit and Brummy jumped out. 

“Stop thcm!“ tbc steel maker said- "TlicyVe robbers!'' 

"Did you hear that? I'hcy'rc real bandits!'' lire boys on the 


embankment shouted. “Isn't that {jrandE ' 

“Stopt” the steelmaker shouted again. 

"Where's Penrlli* Give him back to us!” Timmy and Scrt:'^v- 


bolt sbouted. 

The robbers were very aurprlsed to see ScrcwbolE. "You'll 
bave a tong^ wait!" Keyhole hnally shouted back. “So Jon.g! 
Have a nisie timer' 

"Can you Start your Loat? We have to stop them," the steel¬ 
maker said to the rcl ire-d seaman. 

‘'riJ try, but tlicre’s something wnmg witt> the motor. l‘m not 
sure it’ll catch right away.^’ 

''Yuo-Eioo!’’ the robbers called, doing a jig on the deck. “Ho- 
ho-ho!" 


"How can we sto|t them?'" tlie steelmaker said. "I can't Swim 
that fast," He looked around. Suddenly^ he had an idea. "I ley, 
there!" he shouted to the constrLuition workers, “Gan you lift 
the ship with your crane?” 

Though the ship was sailing Farther and farther away, the 
crane's Jong arm reached out over the water. The robbers were 
horrified, ft caught the top rigging and raised tbc ship as easily 


as if it were a feather. 


"Help! We're being attacked!'’ the i^obbcrs yelled. 

They stam|>ered back and forth, and when the ship tilted 
they slid off the deck and into the river. Inkblot slid off after 
them. 


“Tm drowning! Save me!^' Keyhole howled- 
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“Gurgle'gurgie-gijrglc/' said Caplain Gurgle, blowing bub¬ 
bles. The pirate, the famous piratCi did not know how to swim! 

overboardsaid the old sailor and jumped into the 

water. 

The crane lowered the ship onto the bank, Screwbolt rushed 
aboard. The steelmaker broke the lock on the storeroom door, 
ScrewboU rushed inside. He was gone lor quite a while. Finally* 
Venya Kashkin appealed. The robbers, dripping wet and sorry- 
looking. were deposited on the bank. The old aaiior was holding 
tbein by their coHars like puppies. Then the militiaman came 
riding up on his motorcycle. 

'“Are these the robbers?" he asked. 

“Yes." 

"I sec." 

“It was an a.ccident! We won^t any morc!'^ the robbers cried. 

This made everyone laicgh. 

^^You won't what?" the Tnilitiaman asked. 

“We WQfi“t rob anyonef'“ 

“That's fine. What will you do instead?" 

“Nothing!" they promised. 

“That's no good, cither. Everyone has to have some kind of 
a job- That includes you, too!" 

‘“We don^t know how to work/' 

“I've never seen anything like this before! Don't you get bored 
doiiig nothing? fsn^t there anything you knowhow to do?" 

“I know' how to order a crew around. Anchor awelgh!" the 
pirate boasted. 
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^*And [ ktiow h(L>w tu snifi out, UunL clown and ■jfiadow, s-aid 
Kcyhole. 

'That's no good- There’s nothing to sniff out, hunt down at 
shadow/’ 

'^Imciginc, those two wet creatnnes don't know how to do 

anything]” everyone exciaimed. 

'"Is he a gCNod shadow?” a iniiii asked, ]3ointing at Keyhole, 
*'lf he TS, he’s jisst the person we need. I'm the city gardener. 
We need hhn to work in the gardens, parks and boulevardS- 
llc'll sniff mit, hunt down and ,diadow^ caterj^iUars, bugs and 
other hartnfulinsects.” 

''liow^-wowl” said a wet blaek dog named Inkblot, That meant, 

“T want to hunt down bigs, too!" 

“That's useful work/' the old sailor said. “111 give this wet,, 
half-haked captain a job In our lloatlng toy shop, 1 need an as¬ 
sistant to li-sti the model ships out of the water willt a butterfly 
net. And wcMl oj>eii a second shop on the sailing ship, 
“Hooray!" shouted the cldldrcn on the embankment. 

But they were not ehecring Captain Gurgle, who w^as now art 

assistant clerk in the lloatilig toy shop. 

The two !^niall friends had tinany appeai'ed on deck. Screw- 
bolt was laughing. Pencil was smiling and waving. 

Timmy and Brummy had told the children about wbat had 
happened. Now they all shonted., “Three cheers for brave Secew- 
boltr'p “Three cbeer.s for Pencil, the world’s greatest artist and 
magician!" 

“Hooray! Hooray! Hooray!' 

Timmy^a father picked him up so that he could see over the 
heads of the crowd. “Hooray! Our side won!” Timmy slioiited. 



CHAPTER 4fi 


Which zs the last 

Scvtral days IzHer d poster wzts pm usi up on Ckai 

Square;, ifit uifist bcautifid ^qiiart m die city, ll read; 

CEIlLUKLiMl 

LEARN TQ DRAW LIVE PICTURES 
COME TO PENCIL AND SCREWBOLTR 
NEW SCHOOL! 

AdrfrcsNl :£!, I Iruiimprs' HtreoL 
The people you dnnV will live in the hoitses iZOU 
dnirt^ (Irivtf iidifii you draw and Wtar clnilheH you draw. 

Vou will be the ones to dffiw cUies. loeloricii, sehools, 
roads, airplanes iutd a (ndlion other useful IhlUKs, 

The spneeship you draw will lalu^ you to the Moonl 

COME TO OUM NE\V SCHOOL! 

{Signed! PENCIL, 

Magic ArlisU Teacher &f DrawinE 
ECREWEOLT, 

Chief Seienlisi, JVlechanieuI Cmisullant 

VVfiile the children were I'cgistcring t'u’r the new schtiuL t-'cncil 
and Scrcwbull set oh on a juiiniey. They wyitled tn Sitt 
everything ihclx wau ti.j sec for ihemselves. Tlieit they would 
tMch the children in the new scliool liII there was. to know- 
Bfummy entrred the prcparritury flass. 










And now our story of the little magic artist and the brave 
iron man whn wa^ a. very ordinary iron man. but who knew how 
to do many things as well as real ntagkians, has come to an end. 
We -shall tell you a secret in parting* Real magicians say* “He 
who docs cverythinghimself will certainly become a-maglcianr*^ 

Goadt/yCf dear frUndi! 





















